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APR 1 1919 
UBRARY 
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A. 
3 5 RY | PAGE 
H, tell me, Daphne, tell me why, .  » 36 
Ah, teach thy breaſt ſoft pity's throby  - 38 
A pretty gemman once I ſaw, = - 40 
As through life's journey you 28 * 42 
A point was diſcuſs'd by a huſband and wife; 08 
And yet, howe'er theſe gifts ſurpriſe, =_ 77* 
Ah, how can I my — reveal! - , _ 
A plague upon the men, I ſay! - — 81* 
Ah, he flies, and peace and pleaſure - "1 
As on yon village lawn I ftray'd - 3 
Ah, Faſhion, 3 doſt thoui ſtill - 79 14 
Amidſt the illuſions that o'er, &c. - 103 } 
A ſaucy knave who paſs'd, &c. - 112 Wy 
As wrapt in- ſleep I lay, - — 113 if 
By the fide of a grove, at the foot of a hill ”" 5 9 
Behold a damlel in Aleeß. S . 2 3 
Buxom, jovial, bli che, and free, * 6 4 
Beauty's like the roſe juſt blowing, „„ \ 
5; > A Bring 


>” R {© . , 13 
—_— 


© 


Bring her to me, gentle ocean, . 


Behold, deny d their airy flight, 


C. 


Come from horror's dreary cell - 
Come gie's a fang, the lady cry'd, 
Come, failors, be filling the can, - 


Could I, could I, once diſcover, - 
Court me not to ſcenes of pleaſure, 


Come, dearelt lifter, why all this paſſion, 


D. 
Deſpair around my head - 


Dear 15 wy little native vale, - 
Dark was the night, and cold the wind, 
Dear Clora, let's love while in ſoft, &c. 
Deuce take whining, We 
Depriv'd of thee, *twere oply woe, 


Examine the world with attention, 


-- Ms 


From mght'till morn I take my glaſs, 
Fill the goblet high with wine, ow 


Fools may ſay that I'm a Treat, « 
From ſweet "Tipperary, &c.' - 
From love, F ſweeteſt bliſs beſtowing, 


Fell war, the ſpear and tented held, 
For England, when, with fay'ring gale, 


i 8? 


- 48 


2 rf hand fend feed entitles bt feed bd be fed 


rr 


— 


kad Yo 
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G. : 
| | PACE 
Goddeſs of liberty, my foul inſpire, - - 10 
Give me (you) a female ſoft and kind, - 39 
Girls ſhy appear 7X - - 106 
"nl 
How charming's a camp, &c. - - © v5 
Hark! found the trumpet, &c., ' = - 37 
How my heart will fink within me, - " 
How my tender heart would tremble, W 
Here quickly, quickly, ſtrike the ſtrings, - 67 
Hark, forward's the word, &c. - - 72 
How poor are words, &c. - - 97 
„ ; 
I fit o' my ſunky and ſpin at my wheil, - 14 
If your lovers, maids, forſake you, - — 4 
If wives in the market were to be ſold, -- wo 
If you can, Sir, pray uce — 88 4 
I'll fly from 8 Li 05 5 
I'll tell you what, both great and ſmall, "© 58 
I care not who knows 1t, &c. - - 9 
In the breaſt of the lover what tranſports ariſe 1 
oin your hands, SH, - | 9 
f you'd travel the wide world all over, - 74 
I've ſeen the 2 Columbine, © 79* 
If fretted roots, and untold ore, 2 - 192d. 
I have look'd into life, and with truth I can ſay, 80* 
In Freedom I'd live, &c. D 
Jocky met with Jenny fair, - = 109 
L. . 
Love, like the opening lower, 8 1t 
Love was once a harmleſs child; e 


42 : i Ladiss, 


c * 


[4 Þ 


| PACK 
Ladies, would you know what magic 2 8 
Love thro' all my boſom cuſhing, e 73 
Lover's who liſten to reaſon's perſuaſion, 2 114 
NM. 
My Roſe is ſure the ſweeteſt laſs, — 0 34 
Meek, mournful nightingale, &c. — 3 
Mosel, mortal, mortal man! - -. 68 
My father Pan, when I was born, - - 72 
Mark you what pow'rs this wand. endue ? — 76 
My name's Tippy Bob, - a - 77* 
| N. | 
Na ſhepherd on the daified plain, 5 : 
No marr ye bonoy laſſes gay, * — 
O. 
O! ſee that form that faintly gleams, 2 19 
O dearly do I love to rove - Ce cg 
O'er barren hills and flow'ry days, - 41 
O, Time's a falſe friend, &c. — - 88 
Odds my life! I'm a great Magician, — 7 
Oh, what can match the pleaſure — - 85 
Oft as on Thames's banks I ſtray, — = 63 
Oh, when the liquor I do quaff — - 70 
Oh; let me in thoſe ringlets ſtray a 2 71 
Oh, with my deareſt Clara blelt— _. - - 104 
One night, while round the fire we fat, 0 
. 

Poor Carlos ſued a beauteous maid, - _— 

Peaceful flumb'ring on the ocean, =» ©; Ho; 244 


Scarcely 


1 


8. : 

| - | PAGE 
Searcely had the bluſhing morning - = 12 
See ruddy Aurora begins to appear, pag 27 
See May approaches crown'd with flow'rs, - 29 
Sure girls are to be pitted, - - + 
Sulky pride, dare not here venture, = = 6g 

S's 
Tears that exhale from the ſprings, &c. — 8 
There the moon-ſilver d, &c. 8 - 11 
Jo Old St. Kath'rine's now adieu, — - gr. 
Thoſe ruby lips, that radiant eye, _ 50 
*Tis courage charms all womankind, - 58 
The morning dew that wets the roſe, - 65 
The ſhades of ev'ning now deſcending, - 73 
To relief my fond complaining, - - 
The heroes ltout,.who dangers ſcorn, » - — 99 
Tho' gay your trees, &c. 55 — - 100 
The ſhipwreck'd tar, on billows toſs'd, 102 
Thro' France, thro? all the German, &c. - 103 
The ſea-worn Tar, who in the war, 8 11A 
U. 


Unwonted tranſport fills my breaſt. 3833 


W. 
W hene'er the bade me ceaſe to plead, <= - 8 
Where the banners of glory are ſtreaming 9 
W « turns my Jen her head away, - 16 
my jug in one hand, &. — 
l | A 3 When 


When the toil of of thy i is o'er, e. * — 


When e 'sdark mantle, Kc, | f 


Youn Teddy i is an Iriſh lad, a | : 
- > Yes, is the word I love the beſt, 


(4 3. 


When ſummer ſmiling bids the hills . 
When gentle Love firſt hd my breaſt, < — 
What matters, Tom, to Where we're boupd | — 
When placid night diftuſes | 0 er the plain - 
When o'er the earth, &r,"'* + - 

Why dares the eagle bend bi flight, - 
When one's drunk, Kc. — 


When I get e in the ſpring, - . 
When hapte6'womay ſinks in woe, - - 
When true attettion fills che heat, - — 
When 1 had ſcarcely told ice n, F 
Would you known how-you iſt find it?; 
When the trumpet of fame cally to hononr and N 
When a happy ſingle fellow, 

Woman is a match for him, - - 
When firſt on the plain, e. — e 
While fond thoughts I'm thus careſſing, "_ 
When the lads and che laſſes, NS | * 
Were old Galen to riſe, 5 - 


16. 
4 


J. 


You think to talk of this a that, je 
= 55 


You that join our nightly ade, 6 
You may talk of a brogue of Ireland's 8 * 75 
Ye ſportſmen for pleaſure and exerciſe born, is 


Ye cryilal fountains, loftiy flow, - 


8 
3 


IHE 


W HIM or 1mzs DAY, 


(For 1793.) 
FAVOURITE SONGS, &c. 


1N 


THE PRISONER. 
As performing at the King's Theatre, Haymarket, jo 


—— ——————v:. . — — 


; NINA. 1 ah 

OW charming's a camp, where ſoldiers late and early, 

With hair 10 tightly trimm'd up, and powder'd fo 

fine 5 

March, ſhoulder, preſent ; while the ſerjeant fo ſurly, 

Drills the young recruits in the rear of che line, 

ak © a dc Ef lo merry 
Beats the drummer dub a- dub. 


Tho' 8 look and ficrce, that no lions ſure are 
bolder | N a 
Yet the damſels don't fear em; nay, one, as I live, 
Came 


1 


Came and aſk'd me to re her my heart: but I told ber, 1 A 
Says I, That's beſpoke, and I've nothing elſe to give, 1 
But.dub-a-dub—ever merry 


Beats the drummer—dub-a-dub. 


* 


NARCISSOs 


1 that exhale fiom the ſprings of good nature, 
Fall like the dew upon ſympathy's breaſt; 
Wiſhes reviving, bloom with freſh beauty, 


And in gay colours are gaudily dreſt. 


Yet, when I think on the danger that threatens, 
Fear blights my boſom with doubt and diſmay, 


Fond expettation, all cheerleſs and languid, F. 

Droops, drops its bloſſom, and withers away 1 
——ů—ß—ß——— 

CLARAs þ 

OME from horror's dreary cell, \ 

W here jealouſy delights to dwell— C 

Come, fell revenge, that never ſleeps; | 

Revenge her fang in mortal poiſan ſteeps; Wh 

And madly laughs and weeps, * 

And ſmiles at rival's bens and acts the deeds of hell. Stri 

Come, thou that art above controul, | L 


Rouſe my vaſt purpoſe—fill my madden'd ſoul! 
CERRRRRRERRRRRRR_Zz_=z 


BERNARDO.C 


þ HENE'ER ſhe bade me ceaſe to plead, 
V Her breaſt wou'd gently heave, 
And prov'd her lip beguil'd a heart 

III prattis'd to deceive, 


her, 
ive, 


re, 


„ 


As ſwelling waves that ſeem inclin'd, 


To greet the ſhores they leave behind, 
PASQUAL, 


\ \ THERE the banners of glory are fleaming, I 
Her image ſtill lingers above; _ 
And her eyes ſeem all terribly gleaming, 
Which glow'd but with traniports of loves 


Deeds of arms my ſoul inſpire, 
As the battling thunders roll, 
She and fame my boſom hre, 
And to conqueſt light my foul : 
And mid ſlaughter madly wounding, 
Heroes dying, groans reſounding, 
Armour claſhing, 
Lightning flaſhing, 
Angel pinion'd o'er her lover, 
With protecting wing the'i] hover; 
Valour's genius memory's pleaſure, 
Guardian of life's ſacred treaſure, 


What can check the ſoldier's courſe, 
Who, where. war delights to rove, 
Strike with more than mortal force, 
Urg'd by fame, impell'd by love? 


RRR____—— —-— 
MARCOS, 


D ESPAIR around my head 
It's horror flings, 
My wiſh to live 
No longer clings, 
All hope is fled, _ 


Sound 
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And in its ficud, 
Miſery flaps it's raven wings. 


Sound alarms! : 
| Sound alarms ! | 
Amid the ſhades of night, 
Let war fires flaſh a blaze of light, 
While victory ſtrides before you; 8 
Since for life and for freedom we fight, 
Let the ſoul beat to arms, 


And the word be — © Death or glory P 


CLARA. 


{ Original Scotch.) 


OOR Carlos ſued a beauteous maid, 
On her his happineſs ſtaking ; 
She frown'd upon his love—he figh'd 
Ah me! my heart is breaking.“ 


She took a ſwain of large domains, 
His humble love forſaking, 
He thought her happy, and he ſmil'd, 
Although his heart was breaking. 


On wealth alone few joys attend, 
She found with anguiſh aching; 

He ſunk, and gave her ſuch a look, 
Juk as his heart was breaking. 


_—_} 
— 
— 


MARCOS. 


138 of liberty, my ſoul inſpire, 
Light up the glowing flame i 


81 


At virtue's ſacred fire; 
Genius of domeſlic joy—cherub of fame, 

Love the while, 
With many a dimpled ſmile, - _ 

My eager hope ſhall raiſe, 
And with his buſy torch augment the þlaze, 
Proclaiming thro” valley, o'er hill, and thro' grove, 
The grave of war is the cradle of love. | 


Favourite AIRS.in the Or E RA of the PIRATES, 


AIR. —-Au ROMA. 
ES like the opening flower, 


That courts the morning dew, 
Gave rape every hour 
To bring new charms to view. 


But ſee the fatal ſtorm 
Of tyrant power ariſe! 
Blighted its beanteous form, 
The haple ſs flow'ret dies. 


. — 


— — — — 


AIR. -G 1 L. I. E A. 


HERE, the moon-filver'd waters roam, 
And wanton o'er the unſteady ſand, 
Spangling with their ſtarry foam, | 
The tow'ring clift that guards the land. 


There, the ſcreaming ſea bird flits, 
Dips in the wave his duſky form; 
Or on the rocking turret fits, 
Th' exulting Dæmon of che ftorm, 
There 


1 

There, as village legends tell, 

Many a ſhipwreck'd ſea-man's ghoſt + 
Liſtens to the diftant knell, 

When midnight glooms the fatal coaſt, 


CLORIS 
AIR. —ArrApox. 


89 had the bluſhing morning 
W oo'd the waves with tender light, 
When the bright'ning plain adorning, 


O 


A diſtant veſſel roſe in ſignt. 


Aloft, the crowding ſailors viewing 
Her miſly ſails with ſtraining eye; 
In fancy now the foe ſubduing, 

A prize! a prize! exulting ery. 


'The boatſwain's whillle, loud and kcill,” 
Shames the tardy {leeping wind. 
In vain our chaſe-gun fhres—for ſtill 


She crowds ber {ail—we're left behind. 
At length the breeze affords aſſiſtance : 


Right afore the wind's our courſe, 
We clear our decks—ſhe threats reſiſtance, 
And proudly boaſts ſuperior force. 


Amid her thunder boldly ſteering, 
Our batter'd ſhip almoſt a wreck; 


With ſteady courage perſevering ; 
They board, they ſtorm. her gory decks 


Her wounded captain—life diſdaining, 
Yet mourning o'er his gallant crew; 
Caſts a laſt look on thoſe remaining; 


Then ſtrikes to fave the valiant few, 


THE 
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THE CARSE OF COWRIRE. 
Sung by Mis Mitxz, 
WORDS BY MR, VINTa 


N ſhepherd on the daified plain, 

Like Johnny e'er can pleaſe me? 

For how could they my favour gain, 
Whoſe offers did but teaze me ? 

The ſhepherd dearly doats on me, 

Full well I can diſcover; 

And praiſe the place with tuneful glee, 
That gave me lic a lover. 


Of a' the vallies, north of Tweed, 
That are ſa green and flow'ry, 
There's nane of them can e'er.exceed 


The bonny Carle of Gowrie, 
Ye laſſes all, a blythe and bra', 


As round the vale you're roving, 
Can ye eer ſee a lad fo gay, 

A lad ſa well worth loving? 
Ah me! I'm ſure you'll — no, 

For nane you'll meet like Johnny; 
Na lad to be compar'd, I trow, 

He is ſa blythe and bonny. 


Of a' the vallies, &c 


Young Johnny is ſa kind a ſwain, 
I ever muſt adore him; 
Ta ſhepherd on the ſylvan plain, 
Can ever come before him: 


B Reclining 


« 14 } 


Reclining on yon downy brae, 
He pipes fa ſweet and charmingy 
I'm quite enchanted a' the day, 
While love my heart is warming. 


Of & the vallies, &c, 


I SIT O' MY SUNKY, 


A Favourite Scots Song. 


BY A GENTLEMAN OF ABERDEEN, 


I SIT o' my ſunky and ſpin at my wheil, 
And think o' my Jamie that loo's me fac weel, 
He took a white ſaxpence an' brak' in twa, 

An' ga' me the ha'f o't whan he gaed awa'. 


Sayin' think nae lang laſſie, tho' I be awa', 
O' think nae lang lathe, tho' I be awa*, . 

The ſimmer will come whan the winter's awa', 
An' I'll come an fee you in ſpite o them a. 


My father was ſulky, my mither look'd ſaur, 

They frawn'd of my Jamie, becauſe he was poor, 
I loos them as weel as a daughter ſud doe”, 

But wha is ſae dear as my Jamie to me. 


He ſaid think nae lang laſſie, &c. | 


The comfort he wanted I weeded myſell, 


* 


'T 


An' what we baith ſuffer'd there's nane o' us cou'd 


tell, 


5 


5 


ou'd 


( 18 ) 


Wi' a ſmile on his cheek, an' a tear in his ee, 
I'll never forget how he parted wi' me. 


Say in' think nae lang laſſie, &. 


Tho' Sandy has corn, an' houſen, an ky; 
A houſe, an' a hadden, an' filler for by; 
Yet I'd tak” my Jamie, an' wi' him wad gang, 


Afore I'd hae Sandy wi' houſes an' land. 
He ſaid think nae long laſſie, &c. 


And when he comes hame we'll be married believe, 

| We'll wark weel and guide weel, na' fear but we'll 
| thrive, 1 % 

What ſignifies filler, gaen we ha? our hell, | 
Contented we'll live by the ſpade and the wheil. 


Than haſte you back Jamie, an' bide nae awa*, 
O haſte you back Jamie, an' bide na' awa', 
Whan the fimmer is come and the winter awa', 
Come back an you'll get me in ſpite o' them a7 


voor, 


DEAR IS MY LITTLE NATIVE VALE« 
Sung by Miſs MILNE. 


| TEE is my little native vale, : 
The Ring- dove builds and warbles there, 
Cloſe by my cot ſhe tells her tale, 5 
To ev'ry paſſing villager. 
The ſquirrel leaps from tree to tree, 
And ſhells his nuts at liberty. 


B 2 | In 


In orange groves and myrtle bow'rs, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

To charm the fairy-footed hours, © i 
With my lov'd lute's romantic ſound, 

Or crowns of hving laurels weave, 

'For thoſe that win the race at eve. 


The ſhepherd's horn at break of day, 
The mimic dance in twilight gladey 
The ruflic glee, the roundelay, 
Sung in the ſilent woodland's ſhades 
Theſe ſimple joys that never fail, 
Shall bind me to my native vale. 


_— 


bn 6 — 1 — 2ä— 


MY LITTLE .BLITHSOME SPARROW, 


4 Favourite New Song. 
Written by George Saville Carey. | $5 


Mow introduced by Mrs. Crouch, in the Haunted Tower; 


| SAS turns my Jen her head away, gs 
My little blithefome 1 ä 


That uſed io wanton ſmile and play, 
Upon the Banks of Yarrow. 


When the primroſe blow'd ſo pale, 
She look'd ſo winſome marrow, 

And with her ſmiles ſhe chear'd the dale, 
And croywn'd the Banks of Yarrow. 


Ak, 


ti) 


Ah, what is't makes my Jenny weep, 
What makes her look aw orrow, 
Has ſhe loſt her fav'rite ſheep, 
That feeds on bonny Yarrow, 


Alas, alas, I fadly fear, 
The cauſe of aw this ſorrow, 
She's ſeen ſome other ſwain more dear, 


Upon the Banks of Yarrow. 


Ah, well is me, ah, well a day, 
I fee wint! cours this ſorrow, 
I'Il o'er the hills and far away, 
And think no mair oa Yarrows- 


OW, . 
| G. 1 On. 
A FAVOURITE bur. 
Sung by Mr. Incievon, and Mr. Jonxtsrowt, at"the 


Tower; THEATRE- ROYAL COVENT GARDEN; 
And by Mr. Dicxuu, and Mr. Szdewics, at the 
JE NE SCAT QUOT CLUB. a 


Fra night till mort» I take my glaſs, 
In h pes to forget my Chloe, 
t 


But tho? I take "a, 1 draught, 


She's ne' er the leſs before me. 


Ah! no, no, no, wine cannot cure, 


The pain I endure for my Chloe, 
B 3 Ts 


68 


To wine I flew to eaſe the pain, 
Her beauteous charms created ; 
But wine more firmly bound the chain, 


And love would not be cheated ; 


Ah! no, no, no, wine cannot cure, 


The pain J endure for my Chloe, 


THE HAPPY FELLOW, 
A Favourite Songe 


W my jug in one hand, and my pipe in the cz 
I drink to my neighbour and friend, 
My cares in a whiff of tobacco I ſmother, 
For life I know ſhortly muſt end: 
While Ceres moſt kindly refills my brown jug, 
Wich good ale I will make myſelf mellow, 
In m oli wicker chair, I will ſeat myſelf ſnug, 
Like a jolly and true happy fellow. 


Like a jolly, like a jolly, &c. | 


Fl ne'er trouble my head with the cares of the nation: 
I've enough of my own for to mind, 1 
For the cares of this life are but grief and vexation, 
To death we muſt all be Rn fox Fr 
Then LI laugh, drink, and ſmoak, and leave nothing to pay; 
But drop Hike a pear that is mellow : 
And when cold in my coffin I'll leave them to ſay, 
He's gone, what a hearty good fellow! 


He's gone, what a hearty, &c. 


OSCAR's 


(© }; 
OSCAR's GCHOST. 


Tune, Rollin Caſtle. 


SEE chat form that faintly gleams, 


It's Oſcar come to chear my dreams, 
On wings of wind he flies 55 


O! ſtay my lovely Oſcar, ſtay. 


Wake Oſſian, laſt of Fingal's line; 

And mix thy tears and ſighs with mine: 
Awake the harp to doleful lays, 

And ſooth my ſoul with Ofcar's praiſe, 
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HENRY AND LUCY. 
4 FAVOURITB BALLAD. _ | 


D was the night, and cold the wind, 

; And loud the northern gale, 

11 And deep was Wanſbeck's roaring tide . 
= That thunder'd down the Vale. eh | 


& Adieu, m love,” kind Henry ſays, 
3 © Keen drives the bluſtering rain, 
pay ã & And Wanſbeck's ſwelling current ſweeps 


Along the verdant phin. 4 
Le + F 


&« This is the laſt, yes, the laſt time, | 5 
I'll bid my love adieu; 4 

& To-morrow's ſun ſhall join our hands | 
* If Lycy prove but true. | 


((% 
* O Henry, why that killing word ?: 
& Why drops the gliſtening tear? 
“ Haſt thou a thought thy Lucy will 
6 To thee not prove ſincere 


& What flitting years have roll'd away, 
“ Since I receiv'd thy vow: 

e And when my troth i've plighted ſure, 
6 Shall I be faithleſs now? 


& A darker cloud o' erſhades the world, 
& The moon withholds her ray; 
No glittering ſtars illume the flv, 
66 1 point my darkſome way. 


& Soon as the morning's orient ſun 
& Shall tinge the clouds above; 

% With joy 1'll fly and ſeize thy hand, 
% To church to lead my love.“ 


Dark was the night, and cold the wind, 
And loud the northern blaſt, 

When Henry from his Lucy came, 
And o'er the Wanſbeck paſt, 


Before the morning's glimmering beam 
Had ting'd the Taſk iky, 

_ He cheerful roſe, bimlelf array 'd, 
And paced the plain with joy. 

Dark was the morn, and keen the wind, 
And deep was Warſſbeck's tide; 

And Henry ſunk beneath the waves, 
Nor reach'd the. other ſide, 
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The morning came, when Lucy roſe, 
And deck'd herfelf ſo Fay ; 


Her bridal maidens gave her joy, 


On this her marriage-day. 5 


The morning ſun flung o'er the plain 
A warm and lucid beam; 

No Henry came to greet his bride, 
Or croſs'd the Wankbeck's ficeam, 


Oft Lucy open'd the creaking door, 

| And view'd the river's fide; 

Her cheeks grew pale when ſhe beheld 
' © The fury of its tide, 


The village train approach'd the door, 
Their tears their ſorrow tell 

Pale Lucy came—a ſhriek ſhe gave, | 
And down ſhe lifeleſs fell. 


Wann 


They'd laid the corpſe of Henry dead 
At Lucy's opening door; 

phe ſaw the body of her love, 
She ſhriek' d —and ſaw no more, 


The village bell announc'd their fatg, 
Her maids in white arra 
Saw in one grave the Lover's | ids, 


On this their bridal day, 


TULLOCH- 


( as ) 


TULLOCHGORUM. 


BY A CLERGYMAN OF ABERDEENs 


8 


I 


Fiddlers, your pins in temper fax 
And roſet well your fiddlefticks, 
But baniſh vile Italian tracks 
Frae out your quorm 3 
Nor fortes i pianos mix ——— ; 
Gre's aan, FERGUSON. 


9 
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ror; gie's a ſang, the lady cry'd, 
And lay your diſputes all aſide, 
W hat 0 N 't for folks to chide 

For what's been done before them & 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 

To drop their ——— 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend this night with mirth and gleeg 
And cheerfu' ſing alang wi' me 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Tullochgorum's my delight, 

It gars us a' in * unite, 

And ony ſumph that kee ſpiteg 
In an 1 lies the. tins 

Blithe and merry we's be a“, 

Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 

Blithe.and merry we's be a', 

And make a cheerfu' quorums 


Blithe 


1 rns 
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Blithe 


May choiceſt bleſſings ſtill attend 


( 23 ) 


Blithe and merry we's be a', 

As lang's we ha'e a breath to draw, 

And dance till we be like to fa', 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


There needs na' be ſo great a phraſe 


Wi' dringing dull Italian lays, 

I wad na gi'e-our ain Strathſpays 
For half a hundred ſcore oem. 

They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 

Douff and dowie, douff and dowie, 

They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Wi 2* their variorum. 

They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 

Their allegro's, and a' the reſt, 

They cannot pleaſe a Highland taſtes | 
Compar'd wi' Tullochgorum. 


Let wardly minds themſelves oppreſs, 
Wi' fear of want and double ceſs, 
And filly fauls themſelves diſtreſs 
Wi' keeping up decorum. 
Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky it, 
Sour and ſulky, ſour and ſulky, 
Shall wr ſa' ſour and fulky fit, 
Like auld Philoſophorum ? 
Shall we ſae ſour ty, fulky fit, 
Wy! neither ſenſe, nor mirth, nor wit, 
And canna rife to ſhake a fit 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


„ . 


Each honeſt hearted open friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end? 
Be a' that's good before him! 
May peace and plenty be his lot, a. 
Peace aud plenty, peace and plenty, _ 


644 
Ma ce and plenty be his lot, 
3 


: ainties a great ſtore oem. 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unſtam'd by any vicious blot, 
And may he never want a groat 


That's fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be Oppreſſion's tool, 
May Envy gnaw his rotten ſqul, 

And blackeſt fiends devour him. 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dole and ſorrow, dole and ſorrow, 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 

And honeſt ſouls abhore him. 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
And a* the ills that come frae France, 
Whoe'er he be that winna dance 


The reel of Tullochgorum! 


„ See the VIGNETTE, 
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LAUGHING GLEE. 
Sung at Vauxhall, 


FE the goblet high with wine, 
Round our temples flow'rs entwines 
Baniſh care, and bamiſh ſorrow : 

To the gods belong to-inorrow. 

Wich grateful homage crown this day, 
And ſing and laugh the night away. 


PVE 


PVE 
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I'VE LOST MY HEART TO TEDDY, 


4 FAVOURIT. E SONG, | 
Sung by Miſs Lear, at Vauxhall 


OUNG Teddy i 4 an Iriſh lad, 
So blithe, ſo tight, ſo merry, 
And when in ſcarlet beaver — 
The pride of Londonde 
Then Teddy ſhun the war for me, 
Ah, Norah, be but ſteady; 
But, arrah now, it cannot be, 
I've loſt my heart to Tedd 
O, I've of my heart to „, 


When firſt we met, *twou'd make you ba, 


We look'd ſo at each other; 

But Cupid play 'd too ſure by half, 
My heart was in a pother. 

Ted ſeiz d my hand, and ſtole a kik, _ 
Indeed, faid 1 , already! Fs 

Then forc'd a frown, but twas amiſs, 


I'd loſt my heart to Tedd 4 
O, I'd loft my heart to Teddy. | 5 


Whene'er the creature meets me now. 
Tis Love when ſhall we marry ? 

I'm half inchn'd'to keep my vow, 
And that is not to tarr yx. 

O, 'tis ſo ſweet to join the knot, 
And H n $ always ready; 

A huſband is what is he not! 


0 5 loſt m muy heart to Teddy. 55 \f 5 


O, I've 


my heart to Teldy ; 
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| FE CONQUER DEAR GIRLS BUT FOR vo Th 
0 TEN 3571 WM Fo 

Sung by Mr. CLiirronD. 
8 ſailors, be ſilling the can, a 

The wind is beginning to blow; 
We've time to drink round to a man, a 

And then to weigh anchor muſt go, 
What thouſands repair to the Tak 1 


To give us a cheering adieu; 
9 they believe on the land, 
e conquer, dear girls, but for you. 


When on the main- top maſt yard 
The ſailor is ſwung to aud fra, . 
Let the tempeſt blow ever ſo hard, | II 
He whiſtles defiance to woe. | |; 
The pale can but laſt for awhile, 
Is always the boaſt of the erew, | A 
And then they reflect with a ſmile, 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you, 


Thoꝰ battle tremendous appears, 
When blood Rains the face of the main; 
Tho” thunder reſounds in his ears, 
The ſailor's a ſtranger to pain; 
The thought with what rapture and pride 
Each girl will her hero review, 
Tis this makes him danger deride, | 
We conquer, dear girls, but for you. 
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THE HAPPY SHEPHERDESS, 
Sung by Mrs. ADD180RN, " 
HEN ſummer fmiling bids the hills 


Wich noontide fervors glow, ] 
1 lead my flocks beſide the rills | 
Which chear the vale below, 


YOU, 


Then 
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Then elated with joy to the ſhade I repair, 
For I'm dre the dear youth that I love will be there, 


And when ſoft muſic oe'r the plains ' , 
Proclaims the rural dance, : 
And bluſhing nymphs and ardent fwains - 
In eager haſte 3 | 
Then elated with joy to the dance I repair: 
For I'm ſure the dear youth that I love will be there, 


When e'er the cottagers a 
Upon the village — 
To celebrate the wake or fair, 
And hail the charming ſcene, 
Then elated with joy to the green I repair, . 
For I'm ſure the dear youth that I love will be there, 


a— —_— 


' SEE RUDDY AURORA. 
Sung by Mr. Ciirronn. | 
EE ruddy Aurora begins to a | 
8 And and from — the ky night, | 
The huntſmen are up and the hounds *gin to chear, 
Ye gods what a glorious ſight. 153 15 


Jowler and Sweetlips, hark forward away! 
_ » Tantara we'll hail the ſweet morn, 
| To join in ſuch paſtimes no longer delay, 
But follow the ſound of the horn. 


The fox is unearth'd and the chace is begun, 
Purſuing is each hound and ſteed, 

He doubles, and tries by his cunning to ſhnun, 
His fate, and now ſkims o'er the mead. 


5 8 There 
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That thence blooming ſummer may 5 bring, | 
E — 


„ 


There cloſely purſued, by the river he aim On 
To eſcape to the other ſide lawn, x C 
But, alas! bes o'erta'en, and the huntſman proclaims I 
His death, by the ſound of the horn. | L : 

: e 

Then while all your coxcombs and ſweet-ſcented beaus, 1 
Who delight in the noiſe of che town, Th 
Hunt faſhion and folly and ſuch fooliſh ſhews, ] 


In purſuit of which oft they are thrown: 
Like them where ſuch ſtupid dull paſtime abounds, 
So idly to waſte time we ſcorn, 
But purſue roſy health, whilſt with horſes and hounds 
e follow the ſound of the horn. 


» 1 
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THE WINTER OF AGE. 


Sung by Mr. Daxter, at Vauxhall, 


EAR Clora, let's love while in ſoft wanton gales, 
Blythe zephyrs diſport upon Tweed's limpid ſtream, 
Devoid of all . to repeat our fond tales, * & 
For pleaſing is converſe when love is the theme. 
O think, wy fair maid, that in life's budding ſpring, 
In love tis the duty of all to engage, 509 


That thence blooming ſummer may ha pineſs briog 


_ 


To comfort the cold hoary winter of age, 


Pomona choice fruits may abundantly yield, 
Gay Flora ſpread carpets of roſes around, 

Or Ceres benign o'er the yellow dy'd field 
Make antumn's rich harveſt diffuſive abound ; 

But theſe nought avail if in life's budding ſpring, 
In tender affe&tion we fail to engage; 


To comfort the cold hoary winter of age, 
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EET 
On Tweed's flow'ry margin where roſy fac'd health 
Convenes ev'ry morning her ſylvan levee, 


I envy not pomp, nor the ſplendour of wealth, 
Content my dear Clora, poſſeſſing but thee: 


Let love then, my charmer, in life's budding ſpring 


Our fondeſt regard to each other engage; 


x That like the kind ivy and oak we may cling, 


From youth to the cold hoary winter of age. 


, 1 EE EIT 
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« SHEPHERD'S INVITATION, 
Sung by Mas TER SHEEPRERD. 


EE May ap roaches crown'd with flow'rs, 
And Cupid leads the laughing hours; 
Ah! let not nature ſmile in vain, 


But Mary blefs'thy conſtant ſwam. 


The turtle coos, the linnets ſing, 
With tales of love the woodlands ring, 
Shall not this am'rous ſeaſon move, 


My Mary's gentle heart to love! 


Beneath the elm tree's grateful ſhade, 

Theſe hands a leafy hut have made; 

And pinks and * form the bed, 

Where Mary fair may reſt her head. Dh 


Each morn the lark on ſoaring wing, 
Our early matins ſweet ſhall ſing; 
And ev'ry night ſeeurely bleſt, 
Sweet Phulomel ſhall footh to reſt, 


. CELIA, 
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Sung by Mr. MiIwanp, at Bermondſey 1255 


BY the ſide of a grove, at the foot of a hill, 


Where whiſper'dthe beach, and where mur - d the nil 


I vow'd to the hs my time mol my care, 


Since neither could win me the ſmiles of the fair. | 


I vow'd to the Muſes, &c. 
Free I rang 'd like 8 birds, like the birds free I ſung, 


And Celia's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But if a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, _ 
I wiſh'd unawares that my Celia might hear. 


With faireſt docs my boſom I ſtor'd, 
Alluſive to none but the nymph 1 ador'd; 


And the more I with ſtudy my fancy relin d, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my nd. 


As long as of nature the charms I purſue, 

I ſtill muſt my Celia's dear 1 image renew; 

For the Graces have choſen with Celia to rove, 
And the Muſes are all in alliance with Love. 


. | * 
LOVE WAS ONCE. 
Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 
OVE A once a harmleſs child; 


Sweet careſſes charm'd his heart: 
Now by wealth and pow r beguild, 
All his artleſs joys depart, 


I have 


. 
J have lov'd with pureſt truth; . ; 
But I vainly ſought his aid: | CT 
He ſmiles but on the wealthy youth; | 1 
He only hears the ſplendid maid. 


Oh happy days when Love was kind, 
Then Heav'n had 4 her to my arms; 1 

And gold had ne'er defil'd a mind, - 55 . 1 
By nature matchleſs as her charms. f a. 


1 1 
J. 


OUTWARD BOUND. 


The words by Mr. Ur rox. 


O Old St. Kath' rine's now adieu, : 
| Likewiſe to Peggy, Kate, and Sue, 
And Poll of wapping Sound; " 

Our anchor's weigh'd, the ſails unfurl'd, 

And now to plough the wat'ry world, - 

Yo, yea! we're outward bound, 


Our anchor's weigh'd, &@, 
The gale blows freſh, the wind nor- caſt, ö 


Six knots an hour we ſcud at leaſt. 
Hluzza! the ſhores reſound; 
Our thund'ring guns again reply 
And falutations rend the ſky, q 
Yo, yea! we're outward bound, | | L ; 


A 


Mayhap, ere far we chance to go, | f | 
Some rich galleon we'll take in tow, / 'Y 

And fach are to be found; D | 
Why, then each man will touch the chink, 
Akt damme, lads like fiſhes drink, 


Yo, yea, We're outward bound, 


have 
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And ſhould we touch at Malabar, 

Or veer to foreign parts afar, 
We ne'er ſhall lack a pound; 

Our purſer will our wants ſupply, 

And while we've grog, we ne'er ſhall die, 
Yo, yea! we're outward bound, 


Old England we ſhall ſee again, 

Ne'er fear my hearts, and ſailors, then 
The girls will flock around; 

And we like tars, their charms will elench, 

And freely board each ſmiling wench, 
Yo, yea! when homeward bound. 


Our anchor's weighed, &e. 


KATE OF COLEBROOK DALE. 
Sung by Maſter SHEPHERD. 

7 HEN gentle Love firſt fir d my breaſt, 
W T rov'd from fair to fair, 5a | 
No r ſwain was then ſo bleſt, 

Or ſo unknown io care; 


O''er heath, o'er hill, I travers'd'wide; 


And ſought each verdant vale, 
Yet ſtill the laſs of all my pride 
Was Kate of Colebrook Dale. 


How happy, ſure, were then my days 
Such 5 Joys I knew ! ans 
Where'er I went; I ſpoke her praiſe, 
I found her juſt and'true ; 
For oft in yonder ſhady grove, 
I told my ardent tale; 
And whiſper'dthemes'of fondeſt love; - © 
To Kate of Colebrook Dale, 


But 
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But ah! how fleeting was my bliſs, 
For I'd no wealth in ſtore; 
HO thought our love amiſs, 
e part to meet no more. ; 
But hope ſhall clear my tortur'd mind, = 
For what will tears avail, | 
Tho! thou wert faithful, fair, and kind, 1 $ 
Dear Kate of Colebrook Dale! | ; a 


——— 


BONNY CHARLEY. 


xe. Sung by. Miſs LIARx. 9 


DEARLY do I love to rove | : 1 
Among the fields of barley : | 
Twas there that Charley told his love, 
The blythe, the winſome Charley. 
Then he ſo ſued—and he fo woo'd, 
And marriage was the parley ; 
„ What cou'd I do, but buckle to 
9 05 Wich bonny, bonny, Charley. 


O my bonny, bonny, boy, 
My ky: — 


O my bonny, bonny bo | | 

My bouny, bonny Charley. * 1 4 

J ken the laſſes rue the day, | 
I ſought the fields of barley ; 


And ftrive to win from me away, 
The heart of wmſome Charley; 


But ah! how vain! they canna gain F 
His love by all their parley ; | : 
| And now they ſee he woo's but me. 5 
4 | My bopny, bonny D 7 | 2 —. N . 
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O ilka bleſſing on the laird 


That owns the fields of barley, 
And ken J him alone regard, 
For he is winſome Charley. 
The gentle youth, with pureſt truth 
So woo's me late and early, 
I cant withſtand—to give my hand 
To bonny, bouny Charley. | 
| O my bonny, &cg 
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SWEET LOVELY ROSE OF BURFORD, 
DALE. 


SUNG by Mr, CLiFFoORD, 


Y Rofe is ſure the ſweeteſt laſs, 
That ever danc'd on mead or green; 
In native charms ſhe does ſurpaſs, 
The goddeſs fair ſtyl'd beauty's queen, 
The ſwains for many a hamlet round, 
Make her the ſubjett of their tale, 
And ev'ry lute that's heard to ſound, 
Breaths lovely roſe of Burford Dale. 


Sure from that flow'r, ſhe takes her name, 
That far ſurpaſſes all the reſt; 
In fragrance too, her breath's the ſame, 
But, oh! what ſweets compoſe her breaſt } 
No flower was ever yet ſo fair, | 
That ſportive kiſs d the wanton gale, 
Sure, ev'ry charm is center'd there, 
Sweet lovely roſe of Burford Dale, 


Let me this flow'r place near my heart, 
I've lov'd it long nor aught beſide, | 
There it ſhall lie, ſecure from art, 
And o'er each ſecret wiſh preſide; 


D. 


A foe d' ye fee can't uſe us worſe g 


1 

I'll make its care my chief delight, 
And morn and eve kind fortune hail, 
If chou'lt, my fair, with me unite, 
Sweet lovely roſe of Burford Dale. 


E. 
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THE CARELESS TAR, 
J By Mr. Urrox. 


HAT matters, Tom, to where we're bound 
If flighted while on Britiſh ground, 


Becauſe our pocket's low : 


Kind fortune yet may favour us, 6 5 vi 
And take her Tars in tow, » ob BY 


What tho' we be negledted now, 
Shal! we to lubbers cringe and bow, 


No, damme, meſs-mates, nog 


D'ye mind, we never did it yet, 


Kind fortune foon ma | ſmile a bit, „ 
And take her Tars in tow. 


For my part, Tom, whate er betides 
J know there's one that will provide, 
For You, and J, and Joe, 
So brave, my hearts, the tempeſt now, 
Kind fortune yet J, think as how, - 
Will take her Tars in tow, 


Of this be ſure, tho' now caſt down, 
The Mermaid can't for everfrown 
Why then, ſhe'll kinder grow: 
And ſhiver me to ſplinters, mate, 
But fortune yet may change our ſtate, 
And take us lars in tows 


— 


Sung by Mr. MiI wand, at Bermondſey- pa. 
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But ſhould ſhe frown, and brimſtone like, 


Her ſaucy colours never {trike, 

Why, then, we'll let herknow 
There's room/enough ſor you and me 
To ſpend our lives in joy at ſea, 

And ſhe to hell may go. 


THE FOND ENQUIRY, 


Tux Words zy D. Foppe. 


H, tell me, Daphne, tell me why, 
The roſes in thoſe cheeks ſhould die; 
Where once ſo wond'rous freſh they grew, 
Adorn'd with nature's fineſt hue p ie 
*Tis not that time has o'er them paſt, | | 
Tis not that care their bloom could blaſt ; | | 
Thy youthful years remain untold, 0 | 


Nor doſt chou fail for lack of gold. 


Speak then, dear charming maid, the cauſe ? 
You bluſh, you heſitate, you pauſe; _ 

Ah! Daphne, Daphne, you're in love: 

Love-pains your heart is doom'd to prove; 

No wanton God does thee purſue, 

The gentle youth is juſt and true 

A tender fnend he longs to find, | 

He loves the graces in your mind, | Li 


On him to ſmile, if you ſhould deign, 

And kindly free him from his pain, 

The joy of giving joy you'll know, 

The ſweeteſt cordial here below; V 
Health will revive, and life will pleaſe, | 
Your breaſt will then reſume its eaſe; 

Love, mellow'd into friendſhip then 


Will make the roſes bloom again, 


The 
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| The moſt approved 
AIRS, SONGS, CHORUS, &c. 
Sung in the Favourite Comedy of 
A DAY IN TURKEY; 
Or, THE RUSSIAN SLAVES. 


As Performed at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, 
with great applauſe. | 


Sung by Mr. InculeDon, Mrs. MatTTOCKs, and 
Mrs. MARTY Re 


ARK! ſound the trumpet, breathe the flute, 
And touch the ſoft melodious lute: - 
To heav'n let ev'ry grateful ſound aſcend, : 
Thanks fer our prince reſtor'd, { 
Our lover, and our friend. — 
Viftorious hero! blooming ſage! 
The ſcourge and glory of our age! 
Let roſeate pleaſures round thy footſteps twine, 
And lead thee on to joy, 
And bleſs thy valiant line! ; 
Vain breathes the trumpet, and the flute, 3 
And loſt the ſoft melodious Jute, | | \ 
When, Ibrahim ! thy E they wou' d diſplay, | 
Sunk in the lofty theme, 
As twilight yields to day! * 
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68 
Sung by Mr. IN IE DOx. 
A H! teach thy breaſt ſoft pity's throb, 


And harmonize thy rugged mind, 

Ah! teach thy lid ſoft pity's tear, 

That gem of ſentiment refined. 
Could'ſt thou once know the tender bliſs 

The ſympathizing boſom knows, 
When at meek ſorrow's ſacred touch, 

Reſponſive ſadneſs round it flow 
No more thy brow wou'd wear that frown, 

Thy glance no more ſo ſternly dart, 
But joys would glitter in thy eye, 

And peace cling gladly to thy heart, 


DUTT 


Sung by Mr. Ix ILE DON, and Mr. MUuNDENg 


4 


8 take whining, 
Pouting, pining, 
What jokes in all this pother; 
| If one wont do, 
Nor let me woo, 
I'd fit me with another. 
If blue eyes frown, 
I'd turn to brown, 
Nor loſe. an hour in ſighing, 
Shou'd all the 2 
Combine to vex, 


They'd ne'er ſee me dying. Lan 


(39 


S O N G. 
Sung by Mrs. Esrzx. 3 


OU think to talk of this and that, 1 
And keep me here in ſilly chat, | | 

But I know, I know better. 
There clearly lies, kind Sir, your way, 
Purſue it then I humbly pray, C 
And me you'll make your debtor. 4 


Why, bleſs my ſtars, it's very odd, 1 

That here upon this harmleſs ſod, | 
I cannot ſtay in quiet. 

But now you know ſo clear my mind, | þ 

Mayhap you'll leave me here behind, i 

The path ſeems wide, pray try its 1 


EM. | D U B g 
Sung by My, Incizpox, and Mrs, Manaryx. 


IVE me (you) a female ſoft and kind, 
Whoſe joy *twould be to pleaſe me (ye); 
The beauties of her precious mind, 
Would neither charm nor teaze me (ye). 


The dimpled cheek, and Tongs eye, 
To me (you) are wit and ſound ſenſe; 

And better worth a lover's ſigh, | - 1 
Than ſtores of mental nonſenſe, : ö 


ONG. 8. D 2 The f 


( 4 ) 

The touch of honied velvet lips 
Is reaſon and bright ſcience, 
And he who at that fountain dips, 

May ſcorn the Nine's alliance. 


{ 


S ON G. | 


Sung by Mr. Fawerr. 


; PRETTY gemman once I ſaw, 
The neighbours ſaid he ſtudied laws 

When full of grief, 

In's hand a brief, 

A poor man came, 

Good Sir, he cried, | 
Plead on my fide, | 

The lawyer caretefs anſwer d- No! 


A rich gown'd parſon wou'd you aſk 
To do a charkeble talk | 8 
For Tom and Sue, | | 

A couple true, 

ho'd fain be tied, : 
With eye elate, 
And ſtrut of ſtate, 


The parſon ſurly anſwer No! 


Should lab'ring honeſt low-fed Dick, 
In ſpite of 8 very ſick 
To dottor ſend, 
By ſome kind friend 
To beg advice; 
He ſtrait will ſee 
No hope of fee, 
And ten to one he anſwerwmNo! 


A ſenator 
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64 
A ſenator you aſk'd to vote, 
The dear red book he knows by rote, 
His country's good 
He underſtood © 
You had in view, 
But ſhou'd he find 
No place deſign'd, 
His bow polite you know, means No! 


* 


To a young beauty wou'd you kneel, 
And talk of all the pangs you feel? 
With eye aſkance 
She'll ſteal a glance, 
And bluſhing figh, 
But ſhou'd you preſs 
Her power to bleſs, 
She'll whiſper forth a trembling—No! 


SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 
Sung by Maſter SHEPHERD, at Vauxhall. 


THE WORDS. 3 RICHARDSON,. ES. 


O barren hills and flow'ry dales, 
O'er ſeas and diſtant ſhores; 
With merry ſong and jocund tales, ED 
I've paſs'd ſome pleaſant hours. | Y 
Tho! wand'ring thus I ne'er could find, ; 
A girl like blitheſome Sally, . * 
Who picks and culls and cries aloud, k 
Sweat lilies of the valley, 
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(42 ) 
From whiſtling o'er the harrow'd turf 


From neſting of each tree, 

I choſe a ſoldier's life to wed, 
So ſocial gay and free. 

Yet tho' the laſſes love as well, 
And often try to rally, 


None pleaſes me like her who cries, 


Sweet lilies of the valley. 


I'm now return'd, (of late diſcharg d) 
To uſe my native toil, 

From fighting in my country's cauſe, 
To plough my country's ſoil: 

I care not which, with either pleas'd, 
So I poſſeſs my Sally, 


 Thatlittle merry nymph that cries, 


Sweet likes of the valley. 


ADVICE TO THE FAIR, 


A through life's journey you proceed, 


UnſkilFd in vice's ſnares 


You know not yet what ills await, 
Voour young, unguarded years. 
Let prulence regulate your choice, 


ake caution for your guide, 
Let reaſon have its proper weight, 
And baniſh ſtateful pride. 


Humility I'd recommend, 
Goad-nature too, with eaſe; 


Be eee. good, and kind to all, 


ou'll never fail to pleaſe, 


160 


Be ever thankful to that God, 
| Whoſe bleſſings you receive, 
Adore no other God but he, 

In him alone believe. 


Your parents next attention claims 
Due rev'rence to them pay, 
Their tender care, with gratitude, 

Return them day by day; | 
Then as to riper years you grow, | 
Your bleſſings will increaſe ; g 1 
And in maturer age you'll find, 75 
Thoſe bleſſings crown'd with peace. 


— ——— 
SO WOU'D NOT L 
Sung by Mi MIIxE. 


I yonr lovers, maids, forſake you, 

Wou'd you pine, and ſigh, and die? 

To your bed for gnef betake you, | 
If you wou'd, fo wou'd not I. 


Wou'd you dreſs your heads with willows, 
Let your hair negletted fly; 8 
Baniſh ſlumber from your pillows, «| 
If you wou'd, ſo wou'd not I. 4 


Shou'd a faithleſs fwain perplex you, 
Then for one more worthy try; 
Wou'd you let the falſe one vex you? 


If you wou'd, fo wou'd not I. 


Men 


— „L 


. 


Men were ſent I'm ſure to pleaſe us, 


Such their words, their looks imply; 


We were fools to let them teaze us, 
If you will, ſo will not I. 


1 


Sung by Mrs. Adp1soN. 


ADIES! would you know what magic 


Charms the hearts of all mankind ? 
*Tiz not bloom, nor form angelic, 
But the beauty of the ras. 
Graceful mien, and handſome feature 
- Powerful attractions are; 
But the choiceſt gifts of nature 
With this gift can ne'er compare, 


= Ladies, &c. 


Gaudy dreſs can ne'er avail you, 
Fine complexion will decay; 
But this beauty ne'er will fail you, 

When all others die away. 


Ladies, &c, 


If already love's a duty, | 
And in wedlock's bands you're join'd, 

Soon you'll ſee, without this beauty, 
Happineſs you ne'er can find. 


Ladies, &c, 


As 


( 48 ) 


The moſt approved 
AIX S, &c. 
Sung in the Taha Comic Opera, of ths 
MAGICIAN NO CON JURER. 


As Performed at the Theatre Royal Covent Gardeny 
with great applauſe. 


A 4 R. 


Sung by Mr. BLANCHARD. 


OW my heart will fink within me, 
When I'm hugg'd by ſome She - bear; 
Or a Hag attempts to win me, 
Wich her ſerpent twining hair! 
Gad-a-mercy ! what ſhall I do, 
To make love to ſuch a Dido? 


Kiſſing 13 a pleaſant notion, 
When we meet a pretty maid. 
But becomes a devil's potion, 
If we hate, or are afraid ! 


| Gad-a-mercy! &c, &eq 
Kitty Codling was my deary, 


6 


For ſhe gave me half her vails; | 
But the pleaſures not ſo cheary, 1 
When they court with teeth and nails! * 
Gad-a-mercy ! &c. &cg : 


Tie a 


(46 ) 
"AT R. 


Fung by Mrs. WII. 


OULD I, could J, once diſcover, 
Where reſides my deſtin'd lover; 
If, perchance, he now repoſes, 1 
On a fragrant bed of roſes; 
Or on ſome blue river's border, 
Wanders wild in ſweet diſorder; 
O! if I could but behold him, 
Ever ſhould theſe arms enfold him! 


— —_— — 


A I X. 
Sung by Mr. FAWCETT. 


F wives in the market were to be ſold, 
I'll tell you what I'd have for my gold; 
A girl with an eye that ſeem'd to ſay, 
9 3 do you do? *Tis a very fine day 
She ſhou'd have a lip 
That pouts for a ſmack; 
Be rather crummy about the hip, 


And large in the ſmall of the back ! 


15 
. 4 


Her boſom ſhou'd be like the ſnow unſoil'd, 

Her cheek as red as a lobſter boil'd ; 

Her voice as {weet as the ſong of the lark, 

And her hair thick and ſandy, or curly and dark, 
She ſhould have a lip, &c, 


. 
Then 'tis you I mean to have and to hold, 
For I love your charms as well as your gold; 
And you have an eye that ſeems to ſay 
% How do you do“ Tis a very fine day!“ 
Vou've a roſy lip 
That pouts for a ſmack; 
Are rather crummy about the hip, 


And large in the ſmall of your back! 


AL: 
Sung by Mr. IX ILE DON. | | 


HEN placid night diffuſes o'er the plain 
Her lens "4 and her dewy rain; 

When the ſpent bird of ſadneſs finks to reſt, 

And all is calm, except the-lover's breaſt; 

With fonder fervour, more expreſſive woe, 


The faithful tones of tend'reſt paſſion flow. | | 


1 
Sung by Mrs. BILLINGTON» 


X T HEN o'er the earth the breeze of darkneſs flies, [ 


Wakeful and wan, perchance the maiden lies; 
Yet fix'd on one alone, in vain conhn'd, 


\ cheriſh'd image lives upon her mind: 
O then! with grateful ſympathy ſhe hears 
Her lover's voice, and anſwers with her tears, 


The 0 og m_ 


a) 
K IX. 
. Sung by Mr. Qu1cs, 


"OOLS may ſay that I'm a Treat, 
F And that Magic's obſolete ; 


But throughout this famous nation, 


All is done by conzuration. 


Each does what he can, Sir, 
To be thought a Necromancer. 


When the client afks advice, 
Lawyers deem the matter nice: 
Touch their hands, and you ſhall ſee, 
That there's Magic in a fee, 


Each does all he can, Sir, &c, 


Modeſt ladies look demure, 
Mean no harm, that's very ſure; 
Vet exulting lovers tell, | 


How to gain them by a ſpell! 


Each does all ſhe can, Sin, 
To obtain a Necromancer. 


Magic with the bucks prevails, 
And, like rats without their tails, 
Every one among the crew, | 


Cries, © PIl do, I'll do, F'll do.“ 


Each does all he can, Sir, 
To be thought a Necromancer, 


r, &c, 
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A IX. 
Sung by Mrs. We ns. 


F you can, Sir y produce 
1 N OS the uſe; 


An appearance fit for uſe; 
Neither wizen'd, old, nor yellow, 
But a ruddy, handſome fellow, 
Something like a man, 
If you can, if you can. 


If you can, Sir. 


LY 


| A I R | 


Sung by Mrs. BIIIINSrON. 


| WI. dares the eagle bend his flight, 


To meet the ſun's meridian light, 
With ſuch exulting glee? 
"Tis not, as poets have averr'd, 
Becauſe he is the regal bird 
It is, becauſe he's free. 


The roving zephyr, as it goes, 
Drinks 3 fragrance of the roſe, 
Or wantons o'er the ſtream ; 
And from the calm, Tequeſter'd ſpray, 
The linnet breathes her am'rous lay, 


To eve's departing beam. 


But I, alas! am doom'd to bear 
The fetters of relentleſs care, 


E 


From 


630) 


From ev'ry joy confin'd: 
O no, to ſooth my cruel pains, 
One cordial ſolace yet remains, 


The freedom of the mind. 


== — 


A I R. 
By Mr. IN OIE Dow. 


E N ruby lips, that radiant eye, 
The coldeſt heart of age might warm, 


A faint for her wou'd leave the {ky ; 
I own Thereſa was the charm. 


For her the timid muſt be brave, 
Impetuous ruſh to war's alarm; 
And welcome death, if her to ſave, 
I own 'Thereſa was the charm, 


f * 0 
— 1 

By Mr. INCLEDON, and Mrs. BiLLIXGToXN, 
| 7 
Mr. INCLEDON. J 


EPRIV'D of thee, were only woe, 
Midſt all that wealth and power beſlov. 
"Mrs. BILILINOGCTON. 


Depriv'd of thee, I ſure ſniould prove 
How trifling all, compar*d to love. 


BOTH 


oe. Art. 


{ 31 ) 


The tender ſigh, the rapt'rous tear, 
Can give the only bliſs ne 


%. 
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1 By Mr. BLANCHARD. 


HEN one's drunk, not a girl but looks pretty, 
The country's as gay as the city, 

And all that one ſays is ſo witty, 

A bleſſing on brandy and beer! 

Bring the cup, | 

: Pill up > | 

Take a ſup, 2 

And let not a flincher come near. 


O give me but plenty of liquor, 
I'd laugh at che Squire or Vicar, 
And if I'd a wife, why I'd kick her, 
If e'er ſhe pretended to ſneer. 
5 Bring the cup, &c = | 
N. 
Tho? I know it's a heavy diſaſter, 
Yet I mind not the rage of my maſter, 
He bulls, and I drink the faſter. 
A bleſſing on brandy and beer 
Bring the cup, &c. V : 


When a cherry-cheek'd maid I've my eye ong 
I do many things ſhe cries fie on; 
Ecod, I'm as bold as a Lion. 
A bleſſing on brandy and beer! 
Bring the-cup, &. | 
OY onmineg mtg FN AIR, 
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A I R 
By Mr. Fawczrr; 


1 fly from the Thames to the Liffy, 
J'll conquer the world in a grfy ; 

With thunder, drum, trumpet, and clatte 13 
And I'll get the fine girl I am ſeeking, 
Tho' ſhe were as far off as Pekin, 


I will, there's an end of the matter. 
——————__ 


 d PE: » Ps 2 
By Mrs. MazxTys, and Mrs. Mountain. 


HEN the toil of day is o'er, and the ſheep are in 
the fold 
And when ccralh the broomy heath the whiſtling winds 


blow cold; 


When the village dogs, in fear, at the moon begin to 


how], 


And from ſome tott'ring wall is heard the melancholy 
owl, | 
Then ev'ry danger is abroad, and griſly ſpeftres glide, .. 
While thro — with dire =. an and wizard 
t e. | 


—— F 
n AI R. 
By Mrs. Maxrya. 


QURE girls are to be pitied, 
Whenever they're committed, 


Fa 


( 83 }) 
For being kind and gay; 
And thoſe that cry out ſhame, - 


Are very much to blame, 


t's all I fay. 


I never tould diſcover, 

Why ſmiling on a lover, f 
Who wants to kiſs and play, 

Should be miſcall'd offence; 

It is not common ſenſe, 


That's all I fay. 


But tho? the grave and haught 
Will ſwear 2 nau — 4 


They'll think a difff rent des z 
And do as others do; 


I know it to be true; 


That's all I ſay; 


” 


"AL Re 
By Mr. Wirxsox. 


Wies I get to town in the ſpring, 
I'll contrive to be the N 


Dancing, 
Glancing, 


Thus advancing, 


Like the titled Tips above me, 


How I'll make the ladies love me! 
\ Ruſtic ſcenes are only proper, 
For the cattle and clodhopper. 


- i wv 


CHORUS OF COUNTAYMENs 


Ruſtic ſcenes, &c. 
E 3 


{ 54 } 


As I walk along the ſtreet, 

I'll attack each girl I meet; 
Grinning, 
Winning, 

8 Thus beginning; 

4 Where my Doll 

She ſhall think me deuced knowing, 


Ruſtic ſcenes, &c. 
"CHORUS 
- Ruſtic ſcenes, &c. 
O! when 1 ſet up my gi 
In my „ wat Be, 
Wetting, 
Fretting, | 
Overſetting 3 


Folks wilt my, when I am mellow, 
There he goes, a daſhing fellow !'? 


Ruſtic ſcenes, Ec. 
5 e Mons. 


4 


W 


y, are going 7 


HEN hapleſs woman ſinks in woe, 
The verieſt ſtranger's tear ſhall flow, 


And 


688 
And every haneſt boſom know, 
A wWifh to eaſe her care; 
But ſhould the empaſhon'd lover ſee, 
The maid of his idolatry, 
"Torn from his arms N 
'Tis then indeed deſpair. 


——«k 
* 
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By Mrs. BiLLINGTONs 


! TIME's a falſe friend, for he always enſlaves, | 
| And the longer we know him, the worſe he behaves; 
At eye, lip, and cheek, his vile arrows he throws, 


And ſhatters the lily, and ruins the roſe. 


In a lover he's ſhocking, I've heard people fa 
For he finds our 5 hour os 3 
He's the worſt of all huſbauds, when girls paſs their 

prime | 


For they are ola maids, who are married to Time, 


— — — 


1 
Mr. Muxbzx. 


'ES, is the word I love the beſt, 

It always ſets my heart at reſt: 

When I aſk a pretty girl for a ki, | 

What pleaſure there is, if ſhe anſwers yes 
Yes, yes, yes. 7715 | 1 

What pleaſure there is in a kiſs] 
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No, is the word I hate the moſt, 

It makes me fi to give up the ghoſt; _ 

When inſtead of a kiſs, .get a blow, 

And inſtead of a ſmile a ſulky No; 
No, no, no; 


Now I hate the word and a blow. 


Young maids are wrong to tnake a fuſs, 
If a man, like me, deſires a buſs; 
For I am certain to be at a loſs, 


Whenever they pout and are dev'liſh croſs, 


Croſs, croſs, croſs. 
I deteſt to be at a Joſs. 


Tes is the only word to pleaſe, 


It ſets a youth ſo much at his eaſe, 

It gives him an air and a manner fine, | 

Aud a winning look, juſt the ſame as mine 2 
Mine, mine, mine; 


| Yes, it gives him a manner fine. 


ꝗj—ͤ—)—2à—A⸗ 


AL KG 
By Mrs. WB. 


He. my tender heart would tremble, 


Should my lover not diſfemble 
Half his adoration! _ _ 
How my cheek will ue with bluſhes, 
When into my arms he ruſhes, 
'Tis a ſhocking fituation! 
Who alas! ſhall then befriend me ? 
Pray, Sir! Nay, Sir! Lud defend me} 


AIR. 
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A I N. 
By Mrs, B1ilt1nctons 


E 5 K; mournful nightingale! whoſe evening 
rains, : | 
Is heard with many an undulating ſwell, | 
Why doſt thou love ſo fad i tale to tell, | 
And ſoothe with ſuch ſeducing woe, the plain, s 
For thou can'ſt prune thy wing at break of day, | 
And fly to ſummer groves, and flow*ry meads, away d 


Ar N. 
By Mr. Quick, 


DDS my life! I'm a great Magician, 
Made her a fool without contrition, 

Soon I ſhall do whatever I will. | 
Change birds and beaſts into things uncommon, 
And at times a maiden into a woman, 

All by a touch of magical ſkill. 

Then I'll tell her a fecret worth the knowing, 
That I myſelf have ſet her a going. 


O ho! ſhe's off, a dainty creature! 
Neat in limb and pretty in feature; 1 
Mr. Lover, I pray you be briſk ? 

For ſhould you chance to be fond of plenty, 
I'll bet you a guinea ſhe'll content ye, 

And give you enough of fun and friſk, 
Vet I'll tel ou a ſecret worth the knowings 
That 1 mylelk have ſet her a going. 


= 
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( 88 ) 
AIX. 
Zy Mrs, MART YR. 
g 4 courage charms all womankind, 


Inclines them to be tender; 
And ev'ry girl expect to find 
An * bol defender. 


O! chey can never ſaithful be 
Who ſelfiſh fears diſcover, 
e trembling heart is not for me, 
I ſcorn a timid lover! 


But you, I know, are very brave, 
Your look is ſo tn bes 3 
And you alone have pow'r to ſave 

From all who would offend us! 


Vet leſt 3 t in a ſcra 
And kill this ue tg e hs 
I thank, *tis wiſeſt to eſcape, 
And fly the coming danger! 


— 


AIX. 
By Mr. Muxpzx. 


1 tell you what, both great and ſmall, 
1 For half a farthing, I'll box you all! 
I believe you're no better taught than fed, 
Come here, and I'll give you a clout o'th' head! 


1 
3 


As it 


665) 


Tho! you may be bold, yet you'll find I'm bolder, 
And Tiger, the dog, ſhall be my bottle-holder! 
(Whiftles ) Tiger! Tiger! 


You'think you've done a pretty job, 

By coming at night, the houſe to rob! 

Yet, they ſay, the weakeſt goes to the wall, 
And, for balke-fanhing, I'll box you all! 


| Tho” you may be bold, &c. - 0 


A 1 
By Mr. IN ILE Dox. 


HEN true affection fills the heart, 
The lover aQts the hero's part, 
Nor yields himſelf to fig? 
Determined, ſtill purſues the fair, | 
In ſpite of danger and deſpair, 


He gains her—or he dies! 
——— | = 
HY h 1 
By Mr. BLANCHARD. Wo | 
| | 
mY CARE not who knows it, but I am a fellow, | 


Whoſe meaning is good, whether ſober or mellow; | | 
And tho' my poor * has oft' need of a plaſter, 6 
Yet ſtill there's a kindneſs *twixt me and my maſter! 3 

Here, Peter,“ now calling, | 

„ You raſcal,” now bawling 3 

While I anſwer, Coming” 

Then careleſsly humming, | 
As it pleaſes my fancy, move {lower or faſter! 


If 
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n 
Tf I had a place with a lady of beauty, 


I never a moment wou'd fail in my 4 
With my hat in my hand, how I'd ſmile as I 
And look ſweet as ſugar that's kept in a caſtor 


„ Come hither, dear Peter 
© Thou troubleſome creter / 
And then I'd be ſighing, 
As if I were dying! 


Oh, ſhe ſhou'd my miſtreſs, but I'd be her mafter ? 


. 
By Mrs. BilLixcTox. 


H, what can match the pleaſure 
A daughter's feelings prove, 


When re-obtain'd the treaſure 
Of lolt paternal love! | 


Like the moon's pure luſtre waning, 
Her eye's pale griefs depart 

And a ſoften'd ſigh monde = ooh 
Gives tranſport to her heart! 


A father long deluded, 
Shall hold her doubly dear ! 
And ſhe, no more ſecluded, 
Forget he was ſevere ! 


Like the moons pure luſtre, &c. 


paſt her! | 


An 


1 


DU E T. 
&ing by Mr. INCLEBoNn, and Mrs. BILLINCTOXNS 


Mr. INCLEDON, 
R 1 
IN the breaſt of the lover what 0 180 ariſe 
1 When he ou the conſent of his fair, 
When he finds a dear deſtiny beam from her cyes, 
And laughs at the threats of old care! 


Mys. BIIIINSTON. 


Nor think the fond maiden leſs rapture receives, 
Tho? the bluſh may be found on her cheeks; / 
For love to the mind a new gaiety gives, 


And a {mule is the language be ſpeaks} 
BOTH, 


*Tis the union of ſouls can true happineſs bring, 
And the winter of life deck with bloſſome of {pring} 


— 
I NEVER WILL BE MARRIED, 
WRITTEN BY MR6, ROWSON, 


Sung by MV LAX T. 


2 I had ſcarcely told ſixteen, 
1 My flatt'ring tell-tale glaſs 


Told me there ſeldom could be ſeen, 
A blyther bonnier laſs, : 


F 


AIR. 


— 
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Full twenty lovers round me bow'd, 
But high my head I carried, 
And with a ſcornful air I vow'd, 
I never wou'd be married. 


Young Harry warmly urg'd his ſuit, 
And talk'd of e in ſtore, . 
While Jeinmy thought to ſtrike me mute? 
And told his conqueſts o'er. | 
Each youth a diff rent art eſſay'd, 
And ſtill their arts I parried, 
Believe me, Sirs, I laughing ſaid, 
I never will be married. 


Then five revolving ſummers paſt, 
While I the tyrant play d, 

Ah! then I fear d twould be at laſt 
My fate to die a maid. 

Of al the lovers in my train, 
There was but one that tarried, 

I thought 'twas time to change my ſtrain, 
And we this morn were 6-4 8 


— —— — — —— —— 


— 


JOCKEY OF THE GREEN, 
_ Sung by Miſs Ltarve 


A TO mair ye bonny laſſes gay, 

N Your 9 Lanes . diſplay, 
For Jem of Aberdeen, 

But join your voices now with me, 

And, as we gang along the Lee, 


Sing Jockey of the Green. 


His locks like ony ſun- beams play, 
When Phabus gilds the firſt of May, 


( 63) 

His face is ruddy ſeen, 
And then he trips with fic a grace, 
All other lads to him give place, 

Sweet Jockey of the Green. 


At kirk he ſays he'll take my hand, 
. Who can his bonny ſuit withſtand, 
He ſmiles fa fweet I ween; 1 85 
I vow my heart cannot deny, 
Wi his kind wiſh I. ſhall comply, 
My Jockey of the Green, . 


* WILLIAM o THE FERRY; 


Sung by Miſs MiINX. | 


FT as on Thames's banks I firay, 
Where nymphs and ſwains appear, 


From all their ſports I turn away, 
If William be not there. 


9 then laugh, 
7 e 


wains all quaff 
Their cyder, ale, and perry; 
Then a nod and wink, 
While health they drink, 
To William of the Ferry, 


Dear William of che Ferry. Y 


When on the ſtream the youths attend, 
Their manly ſkill to ſhow ; 

With rival force the oar they bend, 
And o'er the ſurface row ; 


F 
His fy 
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But none I'm ſure, 
E'er ply the oar, 

Or ſteer fo well the wherry, 
As he who won 
The prize alone, 


Young William, &c: 


Such bliſs to me his ſmiles impart, 
Whene'er he talks of love; 
That now I find my yielding heatt 
Does all his hopes approve; . 
Hymen's bands, 
Shall join our hands, 
Iden I'll be blithe and merry, 
And {ing thro? life, | 
The happy wife, 


. 
ADDITIONAL SONG 


INTRODUCED IN THE WQODMANg 


Sung by Mrs. B1Li1NGTOMN. 


PR RT me not to ſcenes of pleaſure, 
This fond heart no more muſt know; 
Can it beat to Mirth's gay meaſure, 

All its ſtrings attun'd to woe p 

No, the mind by Hope forſaken, - 

But of Sorrow ſeeks relief; 

Joy no tranſport can awaken, 

Sighs muſt number out its grief, 


To William, &c. &c⸗ 


She 


( 6 ) 


SHE NEVER THINKS OF ME, 
| WRITTEN: BY MR. MERRY.. 
Sung by Mr. ClirzorD. 


'F* E morning dew that wets the roſe, 
Its blooming tints more lovely ſhews,. 


So on my Mary's face appears, 


The peanly luſtre of her tears, 
When others woes ſhe weeps to ſee, 
But ah! ſhe never thinks of me. 


When round the youths in tranſports gaze,, 
And love forbids the pow'er to praiſe, 
While ſhe with artleſs mien beguiles, 

And ſweetly wounds with. fatal ſmiles, 

Her triumph ſlill I'm fond to ſee, 
Although ſhe never thinks of me. 


Then go, fair Hope, for ever go, 
Here will I nouriſh deareſt woe, 

For Sorrow's ſelf can ſweets impart, 
Sweet every pang that rends the heart,, 
And ſweet to die twill ſurely be, 

For her who never thinks of me. 


FYE FOR SHAME. 
Sung by Mrs. ADDisoN.* 


EHOLD a damſel in diſtreſs, 
Above ſixteen, indeed tis true; 
For ever ſnubb'd by aunty Beſs, 
A croſs old maid of 9 ; 
| F 3 : 
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To Strephon if I ſmile or ſpeak, 
She cries, That ſpirit, Mifs, I'll tame; 
And ſhould he kiſs my hand or cheek, 
Tis, Forward huſſy, fye for ſhame, 


But yet I know, twixt you and I, 
"Tis envy only makes her rail, 
For yeſter evening parſon Sly 
Stept in to taſte my father's ale; 
Cloſe up to Beſs his chair he drew, 
Firſt kiſs'd her, then confeſs'd a flame; 
She ſmil'd and bluſh'd, when in J flew, 
And cry'd, Fye aunty, fye for ſhamoe,' 


So let her rail no more at me, 
I think ſhe now may hold her tongue, 
For woman-kind I plainly ſee, 
Are all alike, both old and young: 
And ſhould young Strephon urge his ſujt, 
And beg 1 "wy I'd name, 


Believe me J would not be mute, 


Tho? all the world cry'd Fye for ſhame, 


— 


— —. 


POLCAMY CONTROVERTED: 
BY A LADY, : 


POINT was diſcuſs'd by a huſband and wife, 
That 'twixt the fond couple engender'd a ſtrife 
Two wives to one huſband, he fg ſhould belong 
My dear, quoth the lady, you're totally wrong, 
For, chapter and verſe I can quote to maintain, 
That, *ſtead of one huſband, a wife ſhould have twain; 
The ſcripture, deſign'd for the rule of our lives 
| Says, ————alg huſbands, not wives, 
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The moſt approved 
AIRS, SONGS, CHORUSES, &c. 
Sung in the Favourite Legendary Drama of 
THE ENCHANTED WOOD. 


&s Performed at the Theatre Royal, in the Hay-markety 1 
wit j great applauſe, 5 
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Suxe by SrikiTs, Sarvnxs, Sc. 5 | i 4 
ERE quickly, quickly, ſtrike the firings, + 
H And wake the 8 moon; 2 
Mars and Venus now are met: | \* 
So rouſe and ſtheter your muſic's wings, 1 


* 15 the light and curious non. \ | 
Come, louder, louder, louder yet! | 


* — 
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Sung by Mrs. BLAND, © 


3 that join our nightly trade; 
Soft betake you to this ſhade 3 
Hark! how the plaintive bird of night 
In mournful notes upbraids the light, 
Lightly trip, but as you come, 
(Gently beat on Cupid's drum. 
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? | 
Mr. BAN NIST ER. 


Sometimes, too, the trump we fill, 
Sounding larums from each hill; 

The deep-ton'd horns the notes then wave, 
And ſtart the echo in her cave, 


— . —-—tͤ 


C NR OR UV 8. 


Sung by Mr. BAN NISTER, Mrs. BLAND, Sc. 
UXOM, jovial, blithe, and free, 


Care, begone! none here know thee 3 
Sadneſs, hence! we know thee not; 


Hence to thy loathſome, evil-haunted cot! 
— h l. n.... v—-— —⅛ 
AIX. 


Sung by Mrs. BTAx p, and Miſs Dzcaur, 


ORTAL, mortal, mortal man ! 
Learn to bear thy froward fate ; 
Let ſorrow do whate'er ſhe can, 
Patience ſhall upon thee wait. 


Mortal, mortal, mortal man! 


—_— —_— —l_ — — 


AI K+ 


By Mrs. Brands 


OULD you known how you muſt find it? 
A. ſpring juſt tinkles cloſe behind it, 


Whoſe 


( 69 )) 

"Whofe waters o'er the ſand are roll'd, 

And make the bottom ſhow like, gold: ; 
The top's a thorn, a ſign of ſmart; | 
The root ſhap'd like 3 heart, 

Red as blood; the magic creſt 

On its ſpreading leaves doth reſt: 


Place it on thy lady's breaſt, 
And be ſure with her thou'rt bleſt. 


„ l 


By Mr. BAN vs TEA. 


83 pride, dare not here venturgg. 
Nor into our dances peep: 
Back again to thy dull centre! 

There thy formal ſlate to keep. = 


& M0 2K Ys 


Scandal, hence! and quit our view, 
None's admitted of thy crew. 


” - 
A I R. 
By Mrs. TaYLom 
_ FOIN your hands, | 
You light-foot, merry, airy bands? . 


Like woodland. nymphs with violets crown'd, 
How acroſs the green we'll bound! | 


Vhoſe | ECHORV $$ 


(70) 
de H 1 VU 5. 


Scandal, hence! and quit our view 


None 8 admitted of thy crew. 
11 


& Mr. Bax NISTE R, Jun. Mrs. BrAxp, and 
Miſs DRCAur. 


Mr. BANNISTER, Jun, 


O when the lig uor I do quaft 
So coſey 8 [ get and mellow; 


At ſprites 8 goblins I do laugh, 
Fal, lal, lal, lal, la! — 


w—A rare. bold fellow. 
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Mr. BANNISTER, Jun. 


When children ſquall and wife takes 
Rot care, cry a what matters thin ig? 
If forrow's I'll take a 2 
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Mr. Bax x IST ER, Jun. 
7 dearly love the nut-brown bowl, 


I ſearch the bottom of its merits ; | 
'Tis mantling ale delights my foul —— . 


Mrs, Bind; and M. Dacaur. 

Fal, lal, lal, lal, la! 
Mr. BANNISTER, Juu. 

But I don't like ſpirits. 

Mrs. BAND, and Miſs Dzcaurs 

Fal, lal, lal, la! 
Mr. Bax AIST EN, Jun. 
But I don't like ſpirits. 


Mrs. Brand, and Miſs D cane 
Vou're afraid of ſpirits. 


— w 


A: I R. 
Sung by Mrs. BLAND. 


H, let me in thoſe ringlets ſtray . 
Of ſome ſweet nymph, where graces dwell z 
Or on ſome panting boſom play, - 


Which ſmother'd ſighs and wiſhes ſwell = 


_ 


1 | | 0 
680) 

Or in thoſe wanton, gliſt'ning eyes, | 

The 2 tears away to wipe, 


3.4 
4 ( That tell tales how the tongue belies 
Fi The lips, juſt plump for kiſſes ripe, 


85 ; Fe 
F 1 e p Wit 
: i 7 ; A I R. | A 
4 (: , Sung by Mr. BAx N iST ER, Sen, We 
4 4 : : a Dev 
„ TY father Pan, when I was born, 
= 4 Taught me to blow the ſhepherd's horn, Nov 
62 Or with my pipe the rocks entrance: But 
1 Under a hedge, in wintry weather, | Wh 
i < s We us' d to tit and pipe together, | Wit 
= T2 Till the merry fawns would dance, 22 
U | | | ou 
1 1 Arr: 
1 When evening ſaw . day - light bluſh, 
AW We'd hunt the wolf o'er brake and buſh, Wh 
= + 4 Or track the- ſavage tiger's pace: | The 
18 I us'd to link Diana's Sie A | T,1 
FF Or lead them over *wilder'd . | 978 
WB | The mountain-deer to chace. Och 
1 ' ; ca IT ASS To 
Wi { But if the wolf the flock did ſunder, Wh 
27 I was beaten for the blunder; 
Ws My pipe, my horn, were ſtol'n away. 
| } | Now if my 3 brim move thee, 
Is 1 Here let me ſwear to dearly love thee, 
1 And hug thee night aud day, 
0 Rs PATRICK 
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PATRICK: O CONN OR. 
| Sung by Mr. Jonaxxor. 
The Words by Mr. Aſtley, ſens. 
ROM ſweet Tipperary, to pick up ſome honour z - 


I'm here to be ſure, little Patrick O'Connor, 
With Dennis O'Neal, Teddy Blane, and O' Carty, 
By my foul we have routed the black- a- moor party. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, faith Mr, Tippoo, 
We have bother'd your head, and we've made you to ſkipO! 
Devil burn me, your quiet, fo good bye Mr. Tippoo. 


Now d'ye ſee the queer Chief would have fain made us bellgg, 
But for gallant Cornwallis, that fine Britiſh fellow, 
While 15 made ſure now, to kill us and eat us, 
With the bf of his kingdom, we made him to treat us. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, ſo Mr. Tippoo, 


You fain wou'd have give us, my jewel, the ſlip O! 


Arrah, honey, be eaſy, now do Mr, Tippoo. 


What good looking creatutes theſe lacks of rupees, Sir; 
Then the two lads, great Tippoo's ſons, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
To be ſure, Mr. Sultan with us they an't ſleeping, 
Nor you get them again till mm_—_ for their . 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, faith Mr, Tippoo, 

To be ſure you won't pay us for taking a trip O 
Which we 44 juſt to ſay, How d'ye L Mr. Tippoo d 


O England and Ireland, my jewel for ever, 

Their fans are ſo great, and their ſoldiers ſo clever; 
Now Tippoo wou'd fain ſend us back with pretences, 
But d'ye mind it won't do till he's paid all expences. 
Och! rub a dub, row de dow, no Mr. Ti 

Not a man muſt take horſe, and ride home in a ſhip O! 


Till the reck ning 15 paid then good day Mr. Tippoo. 
. "+ APLANXTY, 
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1 
A PLANXTY. 


Sung by Mr. JounsToONE. 


| bo you'd travel the wide world all over, 


And ſail acroſs quite round the globe, 
You muſt ſet out on horſeback from Dover, 
And ſail unto ſweet Ballinrobe; 

*Tis there you'll fee Ireland ſo famous, 
That was 50 before Adam was breech'd, 
Who liv'd in the reign of King Shamus, 
Ere he was at the Boy ne over- reach'd. 


Wich my whack fal de lal, fal de lal lee, 
Oh the land of Shillelah for me. 


There you'll ſee Ulſter, and Munſter, and Leinſter, 


Connaught, and ſweet Kilkenny likewiſe, 
That wy where firſt, as a ſpinſter, 

I open'd theſe pair of black eyes; 

In this town there 15 fire without ſmoaking, 
For a penny you'd buy fifty eggs, | 
And then hero's ſuch wit without joking, 


And rabbits without any legs, | 
With my whack fal de lal, &c. 


There you'll ſee my anceſtors glorious, 
The ſons of the brave O's and Macs, 
Who died whene'er they were viciorious, 
And after that ne'er turn'd their backs; 
Our heads are ſtout and full of valour, 
Our hearts are wiſe and full of brains, 

In love we ne'er bluſh nor change colour, 
And the ladies reward all our pains, 


Wich my whack fal de lal, &c, - 


St, Patrick 


ler, 


Patrick 


os; 


St. Patrick is {tilt our protefilor, 

He made us an Ifland of Saints, 

Drove our ſnakes and toads like an Heco 
And ne'er {hut his eyes to complaints; 
Then if you would hve and be friſky, 
And never die when you're in bed, 

Come to Ireland and tipple the whiſkey, 
And drink ten years after you're dead. 


With my whack fal de lal, &c. 


O'WHACEKE'S JOURNEY TO PARIS, 
Sung by Mr. Jonxsronx. (ns 
* may talk of a. brogue of Ireland's ſweet nation, 


Of bulls and howls and palaver commeca, 
But mon dieu ! *tis no more to the French boderation, 
Than vin de bourdeaux like to ſweet uſquebaugh; 
If I go back again, blood and ouns! how 1'l] wriggle, 
And conge, and caper, and make the folks ſtare, 


And inſtead of potatoes, how Shelagh will giggle, 


When I cries, Ma'm'ſelle, hand me that ſweet pomme 
de terre. . | 
Wich their petit chanſon, Caira, Caira, Malbrook, 
Mermington, and their Dans votre lit, 


By their pow'rs they're all nonſenſe and bodder agree, 


To our didero, bubbero, whack! langolee. 4 


O mon jolly tight Shelagh, ah! how could I ſcorn her 
When I lov'd her ſo dearly, ma foi, hubbaboo,. + - 
And go round the globe, aye, from corner to corner, 
For ſoup maigre, la dance, and for frogs, and victuz 
And then to forſake magnifique Tipperary, 
For pauvre Verſailles, and its capering throng, 
And eat friccaſees only fit for a fairy, 
Inſtead of ſubſtantial roaſt beef de mutton. 
With their petit chanſon, &c 
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Oh, I kiſt a Griſette who halloo'd out, ma fi done, An 
And yet I conſol'd her all night and all day. Fee 
To be ſure and I was not her ſweet Iriſh Cupidon, 
Her petit mignon, and mi lor Anglois ; 
But when ſhe 1 out ſans fix ſous was poor whack ſir, As 
It was allez, miſerable diable John Bull, - : 
So I e'en gave this blarneying Frenchified cat, fir, 
Of good wholeſome ſhellilagh a compleat ſtomach full, 
With their petit chanſon, &e, © 


The moſt approved | 
AIRS, SONGS, CHORUSES, &c. 
Sung in the Favourite Pantomime of 
BLUE BEAR D; 
Or, THE FLIGHT of HARLEQUIN. 


As Performed at the Theatre Royal Covent Cardenz 
* with great applauſe. 


* 


. 
Sung by Mr. Daxizr. | ] 
ARK what powers this wand endue Þ 
| Whene'er tis a a bleſſed:crew : 
Of ſpirits from the realms of arr; 
Whether afloat in day's bleſt tide, _ 
Or on the moon's pale beam they ride, | 
Obedient to my will—regair) | 


( 


And lo! the demon, in his dread abode, 
Feels ih' invading magic of t his ring! 
And at his call, arra y'd in ire, 


From their unfathom'd floods of fire, 


« ſir, As from a couch, his helliſh legions ſpring! 
4; 141 * 


Sung by Mr. Gr, 
AR yet, howe'er theſe gifts ſurpriſe, 


No perfett tranſport thence can riſe, 
| Till Fate beſtows to bleſs your cell. 
O where can you the phoenix find! | 
A blooming nymph, within whoſe mind f 
No curioſity muſt dwell! | = 1 
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Sung By Mr. MvuNDENe 


I name's Tippy Bob, 
| With a watch in each fob, 
View me round—on each ſide, and the top? 
I am ſure I'm the thing! 
Nay, I with I may ſwing, 
If I a'nt now, a nice naity crop! 
I'm up to each rig, 
Of my hat ſmoke the gig! | . 
Like candles my locks dangle down! | 1 
look in my rear, 
As an oftrich I'm bare! 
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But the knowingeſt ſmart of the town! 3 [ 

| | As I walk thro? the lobby, 1 
FA The girls cry out © Bobby! | * 

And G 3 Hexe | 
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( 78®) 


e Here, Bobby !—My Bibbidy Bob!“ 


Now ſqueaking! now bawling ! 
Then pulling and hawling ! 
So ſmarking and pleaſing! 
So coaxing and teizing! 
I can't get them out of my knob |! 


Obſerve well my ſhape; 
And the fall of my cape, 

It's the thing! It's the thing! dam'me A' n't it? 
And this bow round my neck, 
Would at leaſt hold a peck! 

Ir may catch ſome old Ducheſs, too! may'nt it ? 
Then under this collar, 


I've got a large roller, 

Tis juſt 1 huge 8 ſauſage; 
And ſqueez'd up ſo tight, 
That, by this good light, 

It goes nearly to ſtop up the paſlage ! 


As I walk thro' the lobby, &c, 
My veſt, a foot long, 


Nine capes in a throng, 
My breeches—my ſmall-clothes—TI mean, 
From my cheſt to my calf— 
Damn the mob ! Let them laugh, 
I dreſs not by them to be ſeen; 
The ſtrings at my knees, 
Like chevaux-de-frize, 
My boots to the ſmall of my leg! 
My ſpurs the nonſuch ! 
No crop can me touch, 
For I ſwear I'm at home to a peg! 


As I walk thro' the lobby, Kc. 


Sun 


AIR, 


( 79) 
A xe 
Sung by Mr. Dax L Ex. 
13 ſeen the gentle Columbine, | 
Yon manſion holds the fair, 
Her brothers know for her I pine, 
Aud aid my tender pray'r. = 


= — 


D U E T. 
Sung by Mr. DAR IE, and Mr. GEV. 


F fretted roofs, and untold ore, 
Or gems of which I have a ſtore, 
Have pow'r the female heart to lure, 


I've Columbine, L think, ſecure, 
EE — — : 


BLUE EY'D NORAH. 
Sung by Mr. Dicxun at ſeueral Convivial Soctetiesg. 


Tune, — ne Sparrow. 
\ H, how can 1 my grief reveal! 


How eaſe my tortur'd breaſt! 
My heart a prey to hopeleſs love, 
Oh, when ſhall I have reſt ? 
Can I forget the luckleſs hour, 
When lt I knelt before her, 
Alas! I ne'er ſhall ſee again 
My lovely, blue-ey'd Norah, 


( 8®) 


Her vermil lip, love darting eye, 
Her grace, each beauteous charm, 
Ye envious powers? ah why did I 
E'er gaze upon that form? 
Her boſom Wy mountain ſnow, 
Yet Rill I muſt adore her, | 
Ah, whither art thou gone, ſweet maid ! 
Dear, lovely, blue ey'd Norah! | 


Ye nymphs, that trip the verdant plains, 
Oh think what I muſt feel, 

A forrow now conſumes my breaſt, 
Which time can never heal! 

Oh could I ſee the beauteous fair, 
Again I'd kneel before her; 

Or yield a prey to black deſpair, 
And die for blue-ey'd Norah, 


1s AI — 


CONTENT AND A cor. 


Sung by Mr, DarLey, at Vauxhall, 


WRITTEN BY MR. J. HARRISON, 


HAVE look'd into life, and with truth I can ſay, 
I find higheſt bliſs Les in lowlieſt lot; 
From my breaſt drive the dæmon of pride far away, 
And give me, kind Heav'n, content and a cot, 
| Content and a cot, &c. 


& If fix'd on a plain, or a hillock's green ſide, 
& Ina valley, a wood, or a dale, matters not, 
& From , and falſehood, O let me but hide; 
And give me, Kind Heav'n, content and a cot. 
| 6 Content and a cot, &c, 


May 


"01; - 


May I ne'er expect cloathing, or food, without toil, 
Or covet the — that's diſhoneſtly got 1 
Tho' man be ungrateful, not ſo is the ſoil, 
And give me, kind Heav'n, content and a cot. 
Content and a cot, &c. 


6& In the ſweat of my brow, make me till my ſcant ground, 
“ To raiſe fruits, and herbs, for the diſh, or the pot, 
e While my innocent babes, with my lambs frolick round, 115 
& And give us, kind Heav'n, content in our cot. | q t 3 
6 Content in our cot, &c, \ 6 
Wich che wife of my youth, till old age let me live, F ! 
And ſoothe each ſad pang that's the ſexes hard lot, | Fe) | 
The errors of each, 5 us each to forgive, bt 
And grant us, kind Heav'n, content in our cot. 1 
Content in our cot, &c. | —_ 


Thus, all life wears away, let us live free from blame, 
Our love never cool, nor our anger e'er hot, 

May our girls, and our boys, prove preciſely the ſame, (A 
Then grant them, kind Heav'n, content and a cot. 1 


Content and a cot, &c. 1 


- - 


I COULD. NOT HE Tr; No, Nor I, 


„ 


Sung by Miſs Lzaxy, at Vauxhall, 
WORDS BY MR, UPTON, 


A PLAGUE upon the men, I ſay! | 
They'll never leave poor girls alone þ 
E'er teazing, teazing, night and day, 

Till they have won us for their awe. 


May : | . And 


„ 


And yet, that women love the men, 

a * folly to deny, 

For nine will anſwer, out oſ ten, 
J cannot help it, no, not I.“ 


I told young Edwy, t' other day, 
I e Ae e a 3 
But ſure he took a certain day, 
To tell me truly, that I ly d! 
Firſt with a kiſs, he ſtopt my breath, 


And ſoftly ſaid . Sweet creature, why ?*? 
Aud tho' he ſqueez'd me, moſt to death, 


I cou'd not help it; no, not I. 


Well, what d'ye think at laſt 1 ſaid, 
E never ſhall forget, I ſwear! 
& I tell you plain, I'll never wed; 


© So teaze me, now, Sir, if you dare !'? 


But, oh! he kiſs'd me then ſo ſweet, 
And look'd fo charming in my eye! 

I vow'd at church the youth to meet; 
I cou'd not help it; no, not 1. 


THE SOLACE OF LIFE, 


Sung by Mr. Durrzv, at Vanxhall. 
HEN the trumpet of fame calls to honour and army 


Proud glory we fondly purſue ; 

Ev'ry boſom is fd with war's fierce alarms, 
The wreath of Vittoria in view. 

Yet glory, and honour, to Cupid mult yield : 
He leads far from battle and ſtrife : 


Each wound of the 2 beauty is heal'd 


Her ſmile is the ſolace of life, 


(83%). 
| When the trumpet of Fame call'd to honour and arms, 

From love, and my Nancy, I flew; 3 

1 left the delight of beholding her charms, 
The clangor of war to 0: * ; 

Now war is all over, and peace ſmiles around, 
J return to my friend, and my wife: | 

With my Nancy, content, joy, and pleaſure, are found 
Her ſmile is the ſolace of life, | * 


FACH PLEASURE TO HUNTING, SWEET 
HUNTING MUST YIELD, 


ADDRESSED TO THE BUCKS OF THE CHACE, 


By Mr, Upton. 

E ſportſmen for pleaſure and exerciſe born, 

For ſhame, leave your beds, and ariſe with the morn 
The Goddeſs Diana leads forth to the chace, 
And day, my brave fellows, breaks on us apes 
The morn 1s a fine one, right healthy and clear, 
Fine ſport will attend us, my boys, never fear. 
And now we're all ready, Huzza ! for the field, 

Each pleaſure to hunting, &c. 


Our Reeds are ſure- footed, our dogs ſtaunch and good, 
Prepar'd to encounter with Jake, fence, and 8 

Now, Reynard, have at ye; the hounds have the ſcent, 
And eager for blood, on deſtrattion are bent. 

Hark! hark! how the clamour reſounds through the ſpheres, 
The glorious confuſiof enraptures the ears; 
Old Crafty {till heads them the length of a field, 

Lach pleaſure to hunting, ſweet hunting mult yield. 

Each pleaſure to hunting, &c. 
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1 

By Nimrod, how charming the chace does improve? 
Hills, vallies, and mountains, apparently move; 
The fox is a ſtager, how daring 7 flies! 

Dogs, horſes, and huntſmen, the bruſher defies : 
But, fee, how he trembles, and halts to gain breath, 
Now nothing can ſave him from imminent death; 

*The 8 ſeiz'd him what ſhouts rend the field! 


Each pleaſure to hunting, ſweet hunting muſt yield, 
| Each pleaſure to hunting, &c. 


6 —— 


IN PURSUIT OF THE FASHION. 


Sung by Mrs. ApDisox, at Vauxhall. 


ARK, forward's the word, and all join in the chace; 
Ambition, and politics, now muſt give place 
After Fancy and Folly we eagerly fly; | 
In purſuit of the Faſhion, Hark forward's the cry. 


Pell mell, after Cupid, each heart-wounding dame, 
From ſixteen to fixty's purſuing the game: 

Wich their full flowing treſſes, ſome hobble, ſome fly 
In purſuit of the Faſhion, Hark forward's the cry. 


rr helter-ſkelter, the ſweet-ſcented beaux, 
Either lead che purſuit, or fall in at the cloſe; 
Wich their pockets ſo low, and their collars ſo high, 
Purſuing the Faſhion, Hark forward's the cry, 


Let the faſhion be chang'd, it has lifted too long; 

If its conqueſt we aim at, we'reall in the wrong: 

To the fame of Old England, let each have an eye; 
And her foes be the game, when Hark forward's the cry. 


The 


( 73 ) 
The moſt approved SONGS, in 
JC 
Or, THE WILL O' TI WISP. 


4s Performed at the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, 
5 with great applauſe. | 
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chace; "FP ſhades of ev'ning now deſcending, 1 i l 


Zephrs weary pinions cloſe; | 9 
And every noiſe and labour ending, Fi 
Nature ſinks to ſoft repoſe. „„ 1 


Sweet moon, in heav'n's pure azure pendant, 8 | if 

My heart refleds'th ſmiling ray * kt 

fly; While Philomel, my ſweet attendant, | x 
Enchants me with her tender lay. | 17 


e 


: H, the flies ind peace and pleaſure 
As ſhe leaves me, quit my mind; 
3 | O return, my vaniſh'd treaſure, ; 


As chou'rt lovely, O be kind. 


(41) 


Winds, while pangs of abſence tear mo: 
Waft my ſighs to beauty's breaſt * 
When ye to her preſence — me, 


Then my heart will be at reſt. 


1 
DARIF. 


HEN a happy ſingle felllow, 
Mirth each moment did employ; 
Full of frolic, ſportive, mellow, 
Oft' I'd wet the t'other eye. 
Roſy, coſy, 
Quaffing, laughing, 
Friends abounding, 
Sorrow drowning, 
That was life, or may I diet. 
Rattling, ringing, 
Roaring, ſinging, 
Gingling glalles | 
P Toalting laſſes, ; 
Oh, what a jolly dog was I} 


Foremoſt at all friſk and funning, 


Every turban'd tit would cry, 
Dariff looks ſo ſpruce and cunning, 
Devil take his roguiſh eye. 
Roſy, coſy, &c. 


Now a bride's briſk tittle-tattle, 
Added to my comades' jeers, 
Is the noiſy. prittle prattle, 
Always dinging in my ears. | 
( Now I'm n more) Roſy, coſy, &c. 
AIR 


"I 


(7%) 
AIX. 
BARBARA. 


EAUTY's like the roſe juſt blowing, 
O'er which zeph rs never flew; 

Wich attraktive e growing, 

It excludes the morning dew. 
Nature ſmiles, and freſhly ſhining, 

Eves feaf admits the da ih 
Evening comes, and now declining, 

See, it ſinks in ſweet decay 


A I R. 
| HAZ E M. 
19 through all my boſom ruſhing, | 
4 'Birns my cheek with fiery fluſhing, 
Since I firſt this beauty knew; 
All my days are fond confuſion, 


And in ſlumbers ſweet deluſion, 
She is ever in my view, 


W 
BARBARA. 


OMAN is a match for him 
Tho' man be ne'er fo wiſe, 
For cunning plays about her tongue, 
And magic in her eyes; 


AIR. : H 2 : Let 


(76) 


The victim of a ſmile, 
And down the mighty hero falls, 


A lion in a toil. 


J'Il find a way to pleaſe. 


For woman is a match, &c. 


Why ſhould fairy fancies hold 
Poor mortals in a ſpell, 

1 When ſimple woman every day 

5 Can do the feat as well? 


wo, What wonders I can do, 
. | For ſure a wonder it muſt be, 
To make a man of you. 
| But, Darif, ſet your heart at eaſe, 
= For young i 
Cl. | Aud only bring me to the proo 
=! 1 I'll find the way to pleaſe, 


„ = © RR U 8 


Fair fiend of truth, 
Protet& our youtb, 


Let youth and beauty mark him out, 


Then, huſband, ſet your heart at eaſe, 
For young I am and fair enough, 
And only bring me to the proof, 


El 


1 Then truſt my ſkill, and you ſhall ſes 


am, and wiſe enough, 


Yes, woman is a match for him, &cz 


And bleſs thy votaries here below, 


22 3 
W 
HA EM. 
RING her to me, gentle ocean, 


In theſe arms to end my fears; 
Time, how tardy is thy motion, 
All thy moments turn to years. 
Haſte, dear beauty, haſte, I languiſh, 
Come, or grief will rend my heart; 
Ah! alrgady tears of anguiſh, 
From my eager paſſion ſtart. 
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Bring her to me, &c. 


—_— — * 
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YLL DIE FOR NO SHEPHERD NOT I. 
Sung by Mifs Mite, at Vauxhall. 


HEN firſt on the plain I began to appear, 
And the werberd to ogle and figh,, _ 
0 They call'd me their dear, their delight, and their joy, 
But I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not J. 


Not all their fine words, their flattery and love, 
Tho? they ſwore if I frown'd they ſhould die, 

Could bring me to like, to love, or approve, * 
For I need no ſuch nonſenſe, not 1. © 


But now in my turn I'm in love too, I find, 
Tho? believe I for grief ſhould not die, 

Were Jemmy as falſe as the wav'ring wind, 
O I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not I. 


IR. "Wh I think 


682) 


1 think the lad likes me, and he may prove true; 
And if ſo, I will love till I die: 
But if he proves fickle, then I'll prove fo too, 


O I'll die for no ſhepherd, not I. 


MOLLY OF THE MEAD. 
Sung by Mr. DakrLEY, 


| S on yon village lawn I ftray'd 
One morning in the ſpring, 
Around the lambs all ſportive play'd, 
The birds did blitheſome ſing; 
Upon a bank, where willows grew, 
I tun'd my oaten reed, 
How much I'm chang'd ſince firſt I knew . 
Sweet. Molly of the Mead. Sweet Molly, &. 


No ſhepherd was ſo blythe as I, 


No youth was e'er ſo bleſt, 
In rapture ſweet the time did fly, 
For love then warm'd my breaſt. 
To * her was my ſole employ, 
o her I tun'd my reed, 
And,. morn and eve my only jo 


Joy | 
Was Molly of tbe Mead. Sweet. Molly, &cg 


Soon as the ſun reſplendant roſe, 
One morn I took my way, 

And eager ſought ſome fragrant flow'r, 
To make her look more gay, | 

Right well ſhe ſaw my tender pain, 
And ſoon my fate decreed, 


And now I live the happieſt ſwain,. 


With Molly of the Mead, Sweet Molly, &c. 


» 


THE 


Ts 


(79) 
THE VEIL. 
Hung by Mr, Danity. 


H, Faſhion, wherefore doſt thou ſtill 
The female breaſt with anger fill, 
And teach ſuch cruel arts ? 
"T's thou that bid'ſt the fair conceal 
W charms beneath a veil, 


o tantalize our hearts. 


O baniſh the bonnet, or draw up the veal, 
And crown with ſimplicity each Britiſh fair; 
No longer their ſmiles and their dimples conceal, 


But let us behold them e'en juſt as they are. 


Ah, Faſhion, *tis thy ruthleſs pow'r 
That 'midſt the grove, and in the bow'r, 
Oft damps extatic bliſs; 
For when the neftar we ſhould ſip, 
The cobweb flutters on the lip, 
And blunts the amorous kifs. 


O baniſh the bonnet, &c. 


O Faſhion bid the curtain riſe, 

I Tuhat we may feaſt our longing eyes, 

Go With dimples and with {miles ; 

Then ev'ry youth ſhall bleſs thy ſway, 

And to thy precepts homage pay, 
Dear gbadel of our iſles. 


O baniſh the bonnet, &. 


&. 


680) 


The moſt approved 
AIRS, TRIOS, &. 
sun IN | 
CYMOMN. 


As Performed at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, 
with great applauſe. 


ns A I R. 
Altered from 1 by Sto RAC Lo 
Second Shepherdeſs. * 


ROM love, each ſweeteſt bliſs beſtowing, 
From love's fond arts what maid can fly ? 
When the dear youth with paſſion towing 
Breathes on her boſom a tender Ah; 
From love, each ſweeteſt bliſs Teſtovings 


From love's fond arts what maid can fly? 


Vainly are prudes their anger ſhewin 
Were they ſo preſs'd- 2 wou'd — * compl 
From love, each 3 bl; iſs beſtowing, 


From love's fond arts what maid can fly ? 


TRIO 


TRIO 


8 
TRIO. —-LIixIZVT. ö 4 
Firſt Shepherdeſs—Second Shepherdeſs——and Lincos 


Firſt Shepherdeſs. 
OME, deareſt ſiſter, why all this paſſion, 


Men are all fickle and untrue. 
. * remember wWhatever's the faſhion, 
Is no diſgrace to me or yu. 


Truly I wiſh not your pride to awaken, 
But truſt me, ſiſter, I tell you true; 

Heigh-ho! when Tam for faken, 
You well may be left to a 7% pf too, 


Heigh-ho! oh what will ꝙou do 


Second Sheplierdęſs. 


4 


Siſter, your aim 1 plainly ſee, 1 
Tho' men are fickle, yet ſpite of your ſneerings 
Some difference, thank ye, tween you and mes 


Crasx, lilly maiden, ceaſe your jeeringy_” 7 


Madam, I vow, ſince you force me to ſpeak it, 
Twere ſtrange had you found Damon true, 

But heigh-ho ! my heart; rage will break it, 
To think I am treated no better than ou. 

Heigh-ho! oh what ſhall Idol! 


Tinco. 


Nav, pretty ſhepherdeſs, ceaſe this contentiony 
Both Welden you well may agree; | 

Gone both your lovers, begone diſſention, 

- To chuſe again you both are free, 


438-4: 


Or better ſtill reſolve, this love ſo beguiling, 


To laugh at and ſcorn his hearts like me, 
Heigh-ho!—Oh change it to ſmiling, 3 
And * and ſighs for good humour and 
Heigh-ho! for tol lol de rol de ree. 


| Both, Shepherdeſſes. 


glee,. 


Let's liſten pray to Linco, ceaſe this contention; 


Both forſaken, we well may agree, 
Gone both our lovers, begone . 
To chuſe again we both are free. 


* 


. 


RONDEAU.—STORACE, - 
Urganda. 


O relieve my fond complaining, 

I. Magic's aid in vain I prove, 
While my heart its pow'r diſdaining, 

+ Owns no ſpell but ſighs of love. 


Love, with gay bewitching ſmiling, 
Ever chid yet ever dear, | 

Pleaſing moſt while molt beguiling, 
Paining moſt while molt ſincere. 


To relieve my fond complaining, 
Magic's aid in vain I'd prove, 
While my heart its pow'r > 4408 
Ourns no ſpell but ſighs of love. 


7 : 


TRIO. 


glee, 


nion; 


' TRIO; 


tw) 
TRIO.—SToRACE. 
Urganda-—Fatima—and Cymon 
Cymon. | 
| T JOY ONTED wanſpor fill my bd, 
is joy I never felt before, : 


A joy the enemy of reſt, 
Yet reſt I wiſh not to reſtore, 


4 


Fatima. 


PRETTY Symon, ſimple creature, 
Tell me what has touch'd your heart; 
You, the pupil of pure nature, 
Do not know tbe traitor's part. - 


Drsraix and.anguiſh fill m breaſt, 
Deſpair I 4 — 


Deſpair that has deſtroy d my reſt, 
And peace and hope return no more. 


SONG. -M Top KEIL. 
Accompaniments by Sro Ac. 


Omen. 


4 
1 1 


Wins fond thoughts I'm thus careſſing, 
Fanning thus the flame of love, h 


Prudence whiſpers, Is the bleſſing 
Equal to the cares I prove ? 


Endleſy 


6843 


Endleſs ſorrow ſtill attending, 
To diſturb my faithful breaſt, 

Jealous fears my boſom rending, 
Love mult bid adieu to reſt, 


But hence ungrateful doubts ! away! 
Oh, Love, I own thy gentle ſway! 

Jo ; life, and reaſon, from thee flow, 
J thee and BY wia all I owe, 


YE CHRYSTAL FOUNTAINS, SOFTLY 
FLOW, | 


Favourite Canzonet. 


> i cryſtal fountains, ſoftly flow, 

Ye gentle gales, ah! ceaſe to blow; 
For know, my blooming, conſlant, ſwain 
Doth calmly fleep on yonder plain: 
Propitious pow'rs, affront that reſt, 
Which ever dwelt within his breaſt; 
With caution guard his radiant charms, 


Around my love, ye violets fpring; 

In plaintive notes, ye warblers fing; 

Ye rofes bloom about his head. 

And ſweetly ſcent his moſly bed; 

Ye little Cupids, quickly bring 

Each green that decks the 0 ſpring; 

There form a ſweet ſequeſter'd grove, 

And hide ſecure my beauteous [ov 
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The mob} approved SONGS, &. in the Comic Opera of 
JUST IN TIME. As performed at the Fheatres 
| Royal, Covent-Garden. 


** 


WAY 


Alg. cut Me. Ixcuznox. 


IW poar are words! how vain is arty | 
4 4. Arguz s charms ta trace! 
Her ſpeaking eye, her * heart 
Such ſymmetry and grace! 
Her mind more pure than virgin fnows, 
That on the mountain reſt : 
Pure as the lambent flame, which glows 
Wichin this faithful breaſt. 


TLY 


AIR. Stade, Mr. Mo DEN. 


ENA the world with attention, you'll find, 
'Tis intereſi that (ways every claſs of mankind; 
From the high to the low; 
Is it not ſo? 
Say, aye or no! 


You per it I'll give os a Akin exam le, 
Then ju Aua of che others by this 8 ſample, 
the truth 2 Gon know, 

Shall I do ſo? 


Say, aye or no? 


Sage Phyſic and Law, don't we every day ſee, 


wi Will adviſe and preſeribe hut firſt 1 thee fee— . 
g With pleaſure I trow; 


Is it not fo? 
Y gur aye orgna! 


Weg, 


(. 98 ) 


So in humbler degrees too my maxim will hold, * 
Where the main ſpring's ſelf-intereſt—the object is gold: 
This we all of us know, a i 
Rü 

Say, aye or no! 


Ae. Mr. Jonxsr our. 


* the lads and the laſſes are met on the green, 


At ſweet Ballinaſloe, or the fair of Clogheen ; 
With their cheeks red as roſes, and eyes black as ſloes, 
See the girls friſk and foot it as merry does. 
. — the day, | 
iper play, 4 15 

Chen Gallen, 

T'other tune; 
While young Darby and Judy, are footing ſo tight, 
The poor Piper keeps putting, from morning till night. 


Judy's bonnet of ſtraw wears the token of love, 
Which Paddy had bought her, his paſſion to prove; 
Fine ribbands and roſes, to deck out her hair, 
And the neateſt ſtuff gown to be had in the fair, 

Sweet ſpoleen | 

On the green, 

When they dine, 

Whiſky fine; | 
The Piper {till playing, the Prieft he ſays grace, 


And content, love, and jollity, ſmile in each face. 


Now the fair being done, home they jog ide by ſide, 
Every lad with the creature he means for his bride; 
The next morn Father Fogarty call'd with his book, 
Nine or ten jolly couples together to hook. 
Coupling, Sen 
Pipering, fiddling; 


Father Fogarty, Piper, and all join the route, 
And the new-married couples fall jigging about. 


AIR, 


green, 
ng 
des, 


ht. 


AIR, 


Eo + 
AIR Sir Solomon Oddly, Mr. Quiex, 


HE heroes ſtout, who dangers,ſcorn, 
May boaſt their arms and tented field 2 
Let noiſy Fame their brows adorn, 
So I the plumed pen may wield: 
Smooth inditing, 
h Flaſhy writing, | 
Give more pleaſure ſure than fighting 


In days of yore, fam'd Troy and Greece, 
For Helen's charms contended long. 
Yer all their feats had ſlept in peace, 
But for old father Homer's E. 
| Smooth inditing, 
Flaſhy writing; 


Give more pleaſure ſure than fighting. 


_ — — 
— — 


AIR. — Auguſta, Miſs DAT T. 


B deny'd their airy flight, 
The tenants of the gaudy cage, 
No more their warbling's-breathe delight, 
Thoſe notes are chang'd to ſtrains of rage ! 
| And ſhould perchance in happy hour, 
Some friendly hand leave ope' the door, 
Eager they fly the bonds of pow'r, 
And gladly part to meet no more, 


Not ſo the bird whoſe choice is free, 
In jocund ſpring he joins his mate; 
Gaily they range from tree to tree, 
Their little breaſts with joy elate.— 
And if ſome ruder breeze ſhould blow, 
Or chilling rain diſturb their reſt 3 
Fondly they ſhare each other's woe, 
As deſtin'd partners N one neſt, 
2 


e) 
Alx. Doctor Cumomile, Mr. F wen re. 


ERE old Galen to riſe, 
From Ely ſium below, 
Of modern complaints 
So little he'd knew, 
That _—_— at the change 
And ſtruck dumb with furprize, 
He'd ſoon hurry back, 
Nor believe his on eyes. 
For Phyſic's exploded, ſo alter'd che trade in, 
And wou'd you but know hew 1;pleaſe all the Ladiogy 
I preſcribe a Court dreſs, a Rout, or a Ball, 
A Play, or an Opera, or, may be, all— 
Firſt couple lead down, *twill-do, Ian tell, 
Croſs o'er back again—now my Lady. is Well. 


Let fools their own nonſenſe 
Still ſobe mne browch 5 

While they trudge it on foot, 
I loll in mv coach * 

The y pore · oer ol booky 
Ar. niby -toils 

Be their's the dull taſk, 
Mine Faſſion and Hayle. 

For Phy ſics's exploded, &c. 


— ——— 


| DUET.—Dofor Camomile and Lady Oddly, Mr. Fa w. 
| otTt und Mrs. WBB. 


Dr. CAM our. 4 


HO” pay your trees, perfume your flow'ts, 
Enchantinerſt all your groves #nd bow 175, 
Vet ſcarce I wiſh to flir. ; 
For here ſuperivt cbarms A fr ix 
. Labor 


LADY 


(© 101 Y 
Lapy Oooty, 
You flatter ſure, you can't me, 
y dear, Sir. 
Doctor Camonilte, 
I love Augutta, faith, tis true, 
But *uus becauſe ſhe's ſo like you, 
| Or I'm the fade cur. 
Such lovely thape! Majeſtic air! 
Lady Opp LYs 
You make me bluſh now, I declare, 
Q la, Sir, 


Docror CAMOMILE., 


The bloom of youth ſtill decks your cheek, 


Your accent mild whene'er you ſpeak, 
MY No ſpot your beauties blur; 
*Pon honor's true, each word I utter. 


Lady Opprx. 


Lord, I'm all in ſuch a flutter, 
Bleſs me, Sir, 


. 


AIR.—Metuille, Mr. INcLevox. 


ELL war, the ſpear and tented field, 
No longer now my boſom burn, 
To love triumphant I muſt yield, 
And rage to ſofter paſſions turn. 


I 3 


— * 
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\ Ow, 


f ros 5 
AIR. —0O'TLio, Mr. Jommts rok. 


N Freedom I'd live, cheugh your Swe I may be, 
Sing farinina, ding Arinans, 5 
O then to your arms, my ſweet creature, take me, 
Who'll not lie while I'm telling the. truth, U'ye ſee, 
Wich my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara la le. 


And if while you love, from ta breaſt full of hate, 
Sing eee Ang Harinane, 

You made me a wido un ſpite· old to, 

When dead you ſhall never again ſee me, mate, 


Wich my chic a che ouriloda Jam da- Ara la le. 
Then whilſt we ſtand Mill, let ns ꝓluaſure ꝓurſua, 


Sing farinina, ſing farinane; 
J hate to look backwards when beauty's in view. 


For the fight that is black always, makes me look blue, 


Wich my chic a che ourilow la lara la lara la le. 


In ali the wide world wee no womam-but yu, 
Sing farin, ſing ſarinane; 

The reſt I'd forſakeamdiowen woald be true; 

Then your Inſhman love, ogh I ſee that you doy 

With my chic a che, &c. | 


AIR.—Maria, Mrs. BLAN GHARD. 


HE ſhipwreck'd tar, on billows tofs'd,. 
| Lath'd to ſome plank, und ſiglung; 
The land in view he hop'd to gain, 
Hime lf oer whelni d. and dying, 
Could ſearee conceive the Joy 1 feel, 
Thus chang ü iy hapleſs deem; 
Sboulg Fortume ſuve him from - deſpuir, 
And waft the wand rer home. 


— 


{ 


Fay 


C0 
The danger paſt, his hoſom calm, 
On friendly aid-relying; 
He ſoon forgets the | that's paſt, 
he, Each , ſuture ill defying. 
Thus I fo late an outcaſt. ſad, 
- No proving Mew to. Cheer, 
* Protected by your gen tous loviey 
E find a — here. 


Favourite SONGS, &c. in the :Oþperatic Farce of 
HARTFORD BRIDGE; or THE SKIRTS OF 
THE CAMP, performed at the Theatre Royad, 
Covent Garden. | Ef 


= RONDEAU, MN. CisExD! LION, 


MIDST che illuſions that · oer the mint-flutter, 
I will not forget my arne ohje dt. of love. 
At parting, the fondeſt ooneern. did he utter: | 
I left him !—but yet this: heatt never ſhall rove ! 
O no—this heart-neverdhallgove,! 5 


He bade me farewell! und my funcy repeated 
His tender expteſſions for many a days | 
And I think, were I now, unperceiv'd, near him ſeated, 
From his lips I {hou'd Milk Hear the ſoft homage ſtray 2 


EEE ———ꝙ— —— 


AIR. — Mr. Murx DER. 


TIRO France, thro” all the German regiong 
I've mng'd rare-vhjetts to diſcover ; : 
Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, ; 


I thought myſelf return'd to Dove 


. Briſk 


( 104 ) 
Briſk muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way; 
For no tune's dull, that once was merry, 


With him—who love's the hey down derry 


The Spaniſh Belle I've ſerenaded : f 
And many a night, with the guitar, 
Beneath the lattice grate paraded; 
Now tinkle, tinkle; tnen jar, jar. 
*T was muſic made me gay—&c, &c. 


A diff'rent ſtyle the men invent-o: 
| Jo her the Canzonet gives rapture, 
Wa Nel cor piu non mi ſento.“ 
1 Such muſic has its day 
But is not in my way 
Vet no tune's dull that once was merry, 


With him who love's the key down derry. 


| | 1 The fair of Italy to capture, 
. 


Round, wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter 
And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure; - 
Their Cymbals ſounded clitter clatter 
And they tript in ſprightly meaſure, 
Sweet mulic made me gay 
And joyous all the way— 
For no :une's dull that once was merry, 


With him who loves the hey down derry. 


tt. AM... 


— —„— 


AIR. Mr. IN cr E DON. 


4 A! with my deareſt Clara bleſ.— 
1 bY This moon-light heath I'd fondly rove! 
TH And, evermore, the path ſhe preſt, 
ih Shou'd be review'd with grateſul love! 


a | ' 


4 265 } 
The ſweeteſt virtnes ſtore her mind, 


To pleaſe, to animate, to warm; 
Truth, Pity, tenderneſs refin'd, . 
Her beauty forms her burableſt cbarm. 


Yet angels, vifitatg this 
To prove they are of heav*vly race, 
And make the wond'ring world revere, 
Wou'd wear the likeneſs of her face! 
| THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 
1 A FAVOURITE DATA. 
Sung by Mr. IN DR. 
| 9 


Fr ad whos, n nee, 
Ou r ihip up channel — 2 


r 
And, 2 fail, 
The high blue weſtern land appearid; 
To heave the load the iſeamen fprungy, 
And to the Pilot cheerly ſung, 


Ay the Dep danke”? 


41s 


And, bearing u in the pe 18 
Some N * 
An Abbey-tow'r, an Harbour- fort, 
Or Beacon, to the veſſel true: Ig 
While aft che lead The ſgamen flung, 
And to the Pilot choerly lung, 
46 By the Mark —SEVANI“ 


& hept in views 


And 


( 106 ) 


And, as the much-lov'd ſhore we near— 
With tranſport we beheld the roof, 
Where dwelt a friend, or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof! 
T The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 
And to the watchful Pilot ſung, 
« Quarter-leſs—Fivs !” 


— —— — 


„ 


AIR. — Mr. Qu ICK, 


6 ſhy appear 
When men firſt leer; 
And ſteal a ſide, 
As if to hide /— 
But daring grown, 
As things get known, 
They giggle, ſimper, 
Niggle and whimper; 
And try to lure, where- ever they go, 
The Squire, the Jockey, the Rake, the Beau; 
The young, and the old- ones, 
Ihe timid, and bold- ones; 
Yea, with the grave Parſon 
They carry the farce on 


And all are ſnar'd in a row. 


Of Balls the pride, 
Thus Miſs I've ey'd, 
The Minuert 2 
With bluſhing face. 
But, ere the night 
Had taken flight, 

I've ſeen her ramping, 

Tearing—tramping : 1 
Along the room in a CouNTRV- DAN c; 
Now figuring in with bold advance; 

Here ſetting and leering, 

There ove and fteering : 


Sun 


(*207 |} 


And when that's completed, 
Before ſhe'll be ſeated, 
A mad SCOTCH-REEL ſhe mult prance $ 


— 


A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 
By Mrs, HAaxLowse, 


NE night, while round the fire we ſat, 
And talk'd of ghoſts, and ſuch like chat, 
A ſtranger, who had loſt his road 
Till day ſhould break—tmplor'd abode; 
Pacx-HotSES—twas his lot to guide along 5 
Whoſe Bells the Trav'ller cheer with ding, ding, dong! 


) Againſt diſtreſs—tho' we were poor 
My father never {hut bis door. 
I know not how-—but from that day— 
Tho' form'd by nature briſk and gay— 
I felt within my beating breaſt a tingliny | 
Whene'er the lively Pacx-Horss Bells went jingling! 
When firſt he wander'd to our nook, | Rs 
Lis courſe, it ſeems, he had miſtook ; 
Now, twice a week he comes that way, 
But never tells us—he's aſtray ; 
And, in his ſong, my name J hear him mingling, 
Each time his paſſing Pacx-Horse Bells go jingling? 


au; 


FRIED a 
| LG U IS . 
Sung by Mr. INCLEDoON, at the Theatre Royab Bath. 


WRITTEY BY WILLIAM UPTON, E88. 


* 1 : | a 
AJ HEN night's dark mantle veil'd the ſeas, 
And nature's ſelf, was huſh d to ſleep; 
When gently blew the midnight breeze, 
I. ufa ſought the baundleſs deep. 0 
11. Ok 


608) 


11. 


On a lone beach, in wild deſpair} 


She fat recluſe from ſoft repoſe, 
Her bitter wailings rent the air, 


So ſad were fair Louiſa's woes. 
11. 1 


Three years ſhe'd nurs'd the tender thought, 
RB Henry would return; 


When ah! the fatal news was brought, 


The ſea was made his wat ry urn. 
Iv. 


{Sweet maids, who kney the 'r of love, 
You beſt can tell what fhe-aquft feel, 

Who, gainſt each adverſe fortutie Hrove, 
The tender paſſion to conceal.) 


DET: i WY LR 
Bewilder'd !—oft !—abforb'd in grief! 
While madnefs ran thro' ev'ry vein 3 


The mourner fought from death relief, 
And frantic pluvg'd into the main! 


Vis 


The heav'n's, with Pity, ſaw her end, 
The fatal deed of hopeleſs lave! 
And bade their an el-guard deſcend, 

And bear Louila's ſoul above! 


vi. 


There plac'd in happier ſcenes on high, 
Louiſa ſmiles at ey*ry care; 4 55 
Hulh'd into joy is every ſigh, 
Fer, Henry's angel-form 1s there! 


* 


i 
O'ER THE HILLS AND FAR AWAY, 
A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG. 


[ See the Plate. | 
OCKY met with Jenny fair, 
Aft by the dawing of the day; 
zut Jocky now is fu” of care, . 
Since Jenny ſtaw his heart away: 
Altho' the promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake! unkind ; 
Which gars poor Jocky often rue, 
That he e' er 00 a ſickle mind. 
And its o'er the hills and far away. oO 
It's oer the hills and far away, 
It's o'er the hills and far away, 


%Y The wind has blawn my plaid away. 
Now Jocky was a bonny Jad 


As e'er was born in ee fair; 

But now, poor man, he's e'en gane w | 
Since Tous has gart him delete, _ 
Youu po 4 was a piper's ſon, 

And fell in love when he was young 

But a' the ſprings that he cou'd play, 

Was o'er the hills and far away. 


And its o'er the hills, &c. 


He ſung—when firſt my Jenny's face 
I faw, ſbe ſeem'd fac fu' of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 
That's now alas! with forrow kill'd. 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
Twad put an end to my deſpair. 
| Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 


And wavers like the winter wind. 
And it's o'er the hills. Kc. 
K | Ah! 


5 


Ah! could ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her ſake I undergae, 
She cou'd nae chuſe but grant relief, 
And put an end to a' my grief ; 


But ch! {he is as fauſe as fair, ; 8 
Which cauſes a' my ſighs and care; 
But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, A 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain. | The 
f C 
And it's o'er the hill's, &c. The 
2 The 
Hard was my hap, to fa' in love / 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove, 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 
That has my conflant heart betray d. 
A thouſand times to me ſhe Ware, N 
She wad be true for ever mair; ; 
But, to my grief, alake, I fay, 
She itaw my heart and ran away. N 
And it's o' er the hills, &c. T 
T 


Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 
I maun gae wander for her ſake, N 
And, in ilk wood and gloomy gioveg 
I'll fghmg ſing, Adicu to love, 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 
I' never truſt a woman more; 
Frae a' their charms Fil flee away, 
And on my pipe Vil ſweetly play, 
O'er hills and dales ard faraw: yg 
Out o'er the hills and far away, 
Out o'er the hills and far away, 
The wind has blawa my plaid awa '- 


4 


TIE 
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THE JOLLY HORN. 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


x 


Sung by Mr. BuzxToN, at Bermondſey Sa. 


WAY, we've crown'd the day, 
The hounds are waiting for their prey; 

The huntſman's call invites ye all, 

Come in boys while you mays 
The jolly horn, the roly morn, 

With harmony of deep moitth'd hounds. | 
Theſe my boys are heav'nly joy 

A ſportſman's pleaſure knows no bounds, 


The horn ſhall be the huſband's fee, 
And let him take it not in ſcorn ; 

The brave and fage in ev'ry age, oy 
Have not dijdain'd to wear ihe horns 


Away, make no delay, 

The night ſhall crown the ſports of day, 
The circling glaſs around ſhall paſs, 

Be vi while you may : 

The chearful ſong ſhall mirth prolong, . _ 
And mirth ME. joy ſhall know no bounds 5 
Nimrod of old, as we are told, ; | 

Firſt urg'd the chace with horn and hounds, 


The horn k-. 


THE SEA WHRN TAR. 
Sung by Mr. Dakizx. 


HE ſea-worn Tar, who in the war, 
No danger &er con'd move, 
True to his gua all hazards run, 


Let thought upon his love; 
5 1.2 


THE 


* 
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He laughs and ſings away: 

Of fore and aft, above, abaft, 
He talks from night to day; 

Of red-hot balls, and batter'd walls, 
To entertain his laſs; 

Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 
And fills che ſparkling glaſs. 


— 


AIR —FasU TINA. 


But, as I've often ſaid before, 
You know, Sir, that muſt never be. 


Of flames and darts, deſpair and death, 
In vain declam'd the filly youth; 

I laugh'd 'till almoſt out of bteath, 
Believe me, Sir, I tell you truth, 


14 \ LO 


[| 15 
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Favourite AIRS in the Or ERA of th: PIRATES, 


A Saucy knave who paſs'd the door, | 
Wou'd needs, forſooth, make love to me 3 


But home again, forgets his pain, If 
And ſeeks bis faithful laſs} 2 
Lock'd in her arms, enjoys her charms, 1 
And fills the ſparkling glaſs. | 80 
The ſhip ſafe moor'd, with gold well ſtor d, O} 
All danger's now are o'er ; | 10 
His timbers tight, his rigging light, Sp 
He ſcuds 3 the ſhore, De 
To ſeek the place where every grace In 
Adorns his charming laſs ; 
1 hen in her arms, enjoys her. charms, da 
And hills the ſparkling glaſs, At 
In war renown'd, with honor crown'd, In 


I frowning 


ot 


x 
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1 frowning vowed, without you leave, 
lis face again I ne'er wou'd ſee; 
Dear Aurora help me out, 
I ſhall betray myſelf I doubt, 
So kind a Maftet to deceive! 


Oh! fie ! no that cou'd never be, 

I faid to him No, no—'twas he 
Spoke next, he ſaid, ſays he to me, 
Deareſt Fabulina hear me ; 
Indeed, indeed, you need not fear me. 


Says I—fſays he—ſays I—ſays he 
At length (enrag'd my maiden pride) 
y heart I cry'd is not for you; 
In vain your betters oft have try'd, 
You know, dear Sir, that's very true. 


AIR.—AURORA. 


. | S wrapt in ſleep I lay, 
Fancy aſſum'd her ſway 3 
A voice, which ſpoke deſpair, ' 
Cried, + Mourn thy Lover bank -d. 
Cold! cold! beneath the main, 
TES. Lies he in battle flain, | 
Mourn, mourn, thou wretched fair, 


All hope from thee is vaniſh'd.“ 


Upon the rock I ſtood :; 
ne: Forth from the foaming flood, 
Arole the lovely form 
Of him who now is baniſh d; 
Looſe flowed his auburn hair; 
Gored was his boſom, bare ; 
Sinking amid the ſtorm 


He ſighed adieu!“ and vaniſh'd, 
rowning 13 AIR, 


($44 } : 
AIR. —Fazutixa, 
OVERS, who liſten to reaſon's perſuaſion, 


Praiſe for the novelty ſurely may claim; 
And barbarous Fate they'll find no occaſion, | 
To charge with the faults for which Folly's to blames 


e 


FINALE. —-FasuLixA- 
EACEFUL ſlumb'ring on the ocean, 


Seamen fear no danger nigh, 
The winds and waves in gentle motion, 
Soothe them with their lullaby. 
Is the wind tempeſtuous blowing ? 
Still no danger they deſcry, 
The guileleſs heart its boon beſtowing, 
Soothes them with its lullaby. 


— — dh 


— — — 


THE END. 
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Lately Publiſhed by F. ROACH, 
| RusszI-Coukr, Daury-LaNE: 


And ſold by all the Bookſellers in Great Britain and 
FEET a Ireland. : 


THE SsCcHOOL OF ROSCIUS, 
Ox, THEATRICAL ORATOR, 


Containing a ſelect Colleftion of all the modern 


PROLOGUES and EPILOGUEs, ſpoken” at the 


Theatres Royal, &c, 


With a preface on ORATORY and ACTING. 


Elnbelliſhed with a ſuperb Frontiſpiece of Mrs. Mattocks, 
as Widow Warren, in the Road to Ruin; alſo an Engraved 
Title Page and Vignette, with a beautiful Repreſentation 
of Mr. Holman, and Mrs. Mecry, as Harry Dornton and 
Sophia, — Price One Shilling. 5 


6—— — ** 


EVENING REFLECTIONS, Written in WEST. 
MINSTER ABBEY ; To which are added, NIGHT 
THOUGHTS among the TOMBS. By the Rev. 
Mr. MOORE, of Cornwall; the GRAVE; by 
R. BLAIR; and GRAY's ELEGY, in a Country 
Church yard; With occaſional Notes and lluftrations. 


The Fourth Edition, with Additions ; By the Author of 


Solitary Walks, &c. Ornamented with a beautiful En- 
graved Title Page and Vigneue Price Siæpence. 


— th. * 


— — — — 


POOR JACK, or the True and Autientic LIFE and 
ADVENTURES of Lieutenant JOHN TRUEMAN ; 
including the Story of his Friend. Chriſtopher Horam, the 
Indian 55 and embelliſhed with a moſt beautiful 
Repreſentation of Poor Jack's affefting ſeparation from his 
virtuous and beloved Polly,—Price One Shilling. 


BOOKS Lately Publiſhed by J. RO AC H. 


THE ROYAL JESTER, or, PRINCE's 
CABINET OF WIT; Containing all the Bon Mots, 
Witticiſms, Repartees, Bulls, and Humbugs, that have been 
uttered by the greateſt Wits of the preſent Century ; calcu- 
lated to rouſe the torpid mind, enhven the ſickly fancy, 

ſtrengthen the cheerful imagination, and infuſe general good 
humour through all ranks. Embelliſhed wich a beautiful 
Repreſentation of the Royal Brothers, comparing the 
Merns of Mrs. Goodall, and Mrs. Jordan, in Breeches. 
Price One Shilling. | 


THE SCIENCE OF LOVE; or the whole ART 
OF COURTSHIP; made familiar to every capacity; 
Containing Love-letters, Pleaſing Converſations, Poems, 
and Song:; to which is added, AN APPENDIX : Inftrutt- 
ing Perſons of both Sexcs, in the Choice of a COMPA = 
NION FOR LIFE. Ornamented with a beautiful 
engraved Title Page and Vignette—Price One Shilling. 


A FORTNIGHT's RAMBLE THROUGH 
LONDON, &c. Or, a Complete Diſplay of all the 
CHEATS AND FRAUDS, Prattiſed in that great 
Metropolis; Wich the beſt Methods for eluding them; 
being a pleaſing Narrative of the Adventures of a Farmer's 
Son; publiſhed at his Requeſt, for the Benefit of his 
Country. Ornamented with a beautiful engtaved Title 
Page and Vignette Price One Shilling. 


THE CABINET OF FANCY, Or, BON TON 
OF THE DAY; A Whimſical, Comical, Friendly, 
Agreeable Compoſition, ſuitable to amuſe Morning, Noon, 
and Night, —Adorned with a beautiful Repreſentation of 
Lady L 's Whim, or the Naughty Boy in the 
+ Sine and Compiled .by Timothy Tickle 

1tCNET, : 
With Songs and ſtrange Extravagancies, 
He tries to tickle all your fancies, 
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30 Rs lately Publiſhed by J. RO Ae H. 


The Second Edition, with large Additions. 


' TACK SPRITSAIL's FROLIC : Or, SAILOR's 
HUMOUROUS CRUISE, in the Latitude of London, 
containi g his high-ſeaſoned Adventures at the Dog and 
Duck, Gig Shop, Sadlers Wells, The Theatres, Taverns, 
Tea Gardens, &c. To which are added JACK SPRIT- 
SAIL's FLOWING CAN; Being a Collection of the 
choiceſt Sea Songs, and embelliſhed with a beautiful Re- 
preſentation of Jack Spritſail and his Nancy, on a Cruiſge 
Price Sixpence. 
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The WHIM OF THE DAY, For 1792. 
Containing a Selection of the choiceſt and moſt. approved 
SONGS, now ſingiug at the Theatres Royal, Anacreonuc 
Society, the Beef Steak Club, and other convivial and 
polite Aſſemblies, including the moſt Favourite Songs and 


Airs in the Surrender of Calais, the Cottage Maid, the 


Kentiſh Barons, the Cave of Trophonius, Oſcar and Mal- 
vina, &c, &c. Embelliſhed with a beautiful Repreſen- 
tation of Mr. Banniſter, jun, and Mrs. Bland, in the 
Surren der of Calais,-Price One Shilling. | 
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The WHIM OF THE DAY, For 1791; Con-. 
taining an entertaining Selection of the choiceſt SONGS 
now ſinging at the Theatres Royal, Anacreontic Society, 
Beef Steak Club, and other convivial and polite Aſſemblies, 
including the moſt favourite Airs of the Siege of Belgrade, 
the Woodman, No Song No Supper, the Divertiſementz 
the Spoilt Child, the Baſket Maker, and Love in Spain; 
being the completeſt and elegant Song Book now extant. 
Embelliſhed with a beautiful Repreſentation of Mr. 
Banniſtcr, jun. and Signora Storace as Leopold and Lilla, 
in the Siege of Blade Brice One Shilling, | 
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BOOKS lately Publiſhed by N. RO AC H. 


The WHIM OF THE DAY, For 1790, Con- 
taining a Selection of the choiceſt and molt approved Songs, 
now finging at the Theatres Royal, Anacreonric Society, 
che Beef Steak Club, &c. &c. including the Songs of ihe 
Haunted Tower, Battle of Hexhaws, and Iſland of St. 
Marguerite. Embeliſhed with a beautiful Repreſentation 
of Mr. Kelly and Mrs. Crouch, as Lord William and 


Eleanor, 1n the Comic Opera of the Haunted Tower— 
Price One Shilling. 
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EVERY LADY HER OWN FORTUNE. 
TELLER, or an infallible guide to the hidden DE- 
CREES of FATE; Being a new and regular Syltetn for 
Foretelling FUTURE EVENTS, by Aſtrology, Phy- 
Hognomy, Palmiſtry, Moles, Cards, and Dreams. Yo which 
1s Added, A new Method of Fortune-Telling, by the 
DREGS of COFFEE: Ornamented with a beautiful 
Engrayed Title Page and Vignette.—Price One Shilling, 


The CABINET of LOVF, or a Colleftion of the 
moſt affecting ANECDOTES of people renowned for 
their virtues or their vices by 2 eminent ia the world 


of Literature. Price Oue Shilling. 


th „ * 


The: AMOROUS JESTER ; or, Rambler's Univerſal 
Library of Fun, Frolic, Pleaſure, and Entertainment; being 
A Collettion of offs and Humours, that cannot fail to 
purge Spleen, diſſipate Melancholy, expand Hilarny, and 

ll the Breaſt with moſt exquiſite Jollity. By HENRY 
RANGER Author of a thouſand good things, P ice 
Sixpence, SY 8 
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BOOK'S lately Pabliſhed by J. ROACE. 
The COVENT GARDEN JESTER ; or, Lady's 


and Gentleman's Treaſure of Wit, Humour, and Amuſe- 


ment; containing A very great variety of Bon Mots, 
Witty Sayings, and Humorous Jeits; , being The moſt 
excellent Collection ever yet publiſhed in the Engliſh 
Language. By the EARL of FUNSBOROUGH, 


Price Sixpence. 
— — NIP — 
A NEW EDITION IMPROVED. | 
The ROYAL TOAST MASTER, conn 
0 


many thouſands of the beſt Toaſts, OL DP AN D NEW, 
give brilliancy to Mirth, and make the Joys of the Glaſs 
{upremely agreeable. Alfa the Seaman's Bottle Companion; 
being a Selection of exquiſite modern Sea Songs, Em- 
bellifhed with a beautiful Repreſentation of the Ro YAL. 
SAILOR, &c. Price Stxpence; | 


EDWIN's JESTS, Humouss, Froli and Bon 


Mots. Containing all the good things he has ſaid and done 
in hiswhole Life: being the richeſt and beſt Mental Feaſt, 
Ever oftered to the Public. Interſperſed with many oc- 
calional Traits of ſeveral eminent Perſons, in England and 
in Ireland, Price Six hence. 


The SPORTSMAN's EVENING BRUSH, con- 
hiling of the beff and moſt approved Songs of the Chace, 
Ancient and modern ¶ ſome entirely new ) calculated to giue 


Sporting a Zeft, Aud enhance the Delights of Conviviality, 


moſt of them Written by the greateil Wits of the laſt and 
Preſent Centuries. To which is added, The Sportſman's 
Toaſt Alliſtant: Or, Preſident's Senumental Guide. (En- 
tirely New.) Embelliſhed with a beautiful Repreſentation 
of the, Royal Sportſman, at the Convivial Board, celebra- 
ting the Joys of che ITE TOR One Shilling. 


"BOOKS ately . Publifted by . T0 Ae n. 
The NEW TEA-TABLE MISCELLANY; Con- 


ſting chieſly of Caledoniar: Songs; ornamented with a 
Auperb Likeneſs of Mrs. Martyr.— Price Sixpence. 


Mrs. -CROUCH's FAVOURITE POCKET 
COMPANION ; Containing the moſt elegant and wittieſt 
Songs in 1 7 with a Collettion of new Toaſts and 
Sentiments, adorned with a beautiful Repreſentation of that 


Lady ſinging and playing on the Harp. — Price Sixpence, 


„ 


The NEW THESPIAN ORACLE: Containing | 
Original Strictures on Oratory and Acting. And a ſelett 8 
Collection of all the modern Prologues and Epilogues, 1 
Spoken at the Royal and private Theatres, Price e. 


Ks 7” 1 
The DOUBLE PERPLEXITY, or Myſterious 

Marriages; 'A'Dramatic Piece; to which is prefixed a live- 

ly Engraving, pictureſque of one of the moſt intereſting 

Scenes Poite Sixpence. | 
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Mrs. KEMBLE's THEATRICAL COMPA- | 
NION. Being a ſelect Collettion of the choiceſt and moſt 
approved Songs, now ſinging at the Theatres Royal, and 
other Convivial and Polite Aſſemblies, including thoſe 
Sung in Inkle and Yarico, The Woodman, The Siege of 
Belgrade, No Song No Supper, Roſina, The Farmer, 
Doctor and Apothecary, and The Spoilt Child, &c. &c. 
Embelliſhed with @ beautiful Repreſentation of Mr, Palmer 
and Mrs, Kemble, as Inkle and Yarico,—Prace Sixbence. 
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